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.Dramatis  Perform. 


MEN. 


King. 

Lyfippus,  Brother  to  the  King. 

Amintor,  A noble  Gentleman. 

Diphilus?^  Er°thm  t0  Evadne’ 

Calianax,  an  old  humorous  Lord,  and  Father  to  Afpatia* 
Cleon,  ? , 

Straw,  \Gentlemen- 
Diogoras,  A Servant . 

WOMEN. 


Evadne,  Wife  to  Amintor. 

Afpatia,  Troth-plight  Wife  to  Amintor. 

Olyrafias,  ^ ^ siting-  Gentlewomen  to  Afpatia. 
Dula,  A Lady. 


Night, 
Cynthia 
Neptune 
Eolus, 
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THE 

Maids  Tragedy. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  Lyfippus,  and  Diphilus. 

Cleon*  rmmmm,m  1 HE  reft  arc  making  ready,  Sir. 

Strat.  So  let  them,  there’s  time  enough. 

Difb . You  are  the  Brother  to  the  King,  my  Lord, 
1|  We’ll  take  your  word. 

Lyf.  Strato , thou  haft  fome  skill  in  Poetry, 
What  think’ft  thou  of  a Mask?  will  it  be  well  ? 

Strat . As  well  as  Mask  can  be. 

Lyf.  As  Mask  can  be? 

Strat. .Yes,  they  muft  commend  their  King,  and  (peak  in  Praifc 
of  the  Aftembly,  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  in  Pcrfon  of 
fome  God}  they’re  tyed  to  Rules  of  Flattery. 

Cle.  See,  good  my  Lord,  who  is  return’d ! 

Enter  Mclantius. 

Lyf  Noble  Melantius ! The  Land  by  me 
Welcomes  thy  Virtues  home  to  Rhodes , 

Thou  that  with  Blood  abroad  buy’ft  us  our  Peace ; 

The  Breath  of  Kings  is  like  the  Breath  of  Gods} 

My  Brother  wiftu  rhee  here,  and  thou  art  here; 

He  will  be  too  kind,  and  weary  thee  with  often  welcomes ; but 
the  time  doth  give  thee  a welcome  above  this  or  all  the  Worlds. 

Mel  My  Lord,  my  Thanks;  but  thefe  fcratch’d  Limbs  of  mine 
Have  fpoke  my  Love  and  Truth  unto  my  Friends, 

More  than  my  Tongue  e’er  could:  my  Mind’s  the  fame 
It  ever  v/as  to  you  ; where  I find  Worth, 

I love  the  Keeper,  till  he  let  it  go, 

And  then  I follow  it.  Hail,  worthy  Brother! 

A z 
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He  that  rejoices  not  at  your  Return 

In  Safety,  is  mine  Enemy  f r ever.  % 

Mel  I thank  thee  Dipbilus:  but  thou  are  faulty* 

I fenjt  lor  thee  to  exercife  thine  Arms 

With  me  at  Patria:  thou  earn’d  not,  Dipbilus:  ’Twas  ill. 

Diph.  My  noble  Brother,  my  Pxcufe 
Is  my  King's  drift  Command,  which  you,  my  Lord, 

Can  witnefs  with  me.  Lyf  ’Tit  true,  Melantius, 

He  might  not  come  till  the  Solemnity 

Of  this  great  Match  were  pad.  D'ph.  Have  you  heard  of  it? 

Mel  Yer,  I have  given  caufc  to  thole  that 
Envy  my  Deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamefome  * 

1 have  no  other  Bufinefs  here  at  Rhodes . 

Lyf.  We  have  a Mask  to  Night, 

And  you  mud  tread  a Soldier’s  meafure. 

Mel.  Thefe  fofc  and  filken  Wars  are  not  for  me  $ 

The  Mufick  mud  be  thrill,  and  all  confus’d, 

That  dirs  my  Blood,  and  then  I dance  with  Arms : 

But  is  Amintor  wed?  Diph . This  Day. 

Mel.  All  Joys  upon  him,  for  he  is  my  Friend  : 

His  Worth  is  great  * Valiant  he  is,  and  Temperate, 

And  one  that  never  thinks  his  Life  his  own, 

If  his  Friend  need  it  : When  he  was  a Boy, 

As  oft  as  I return’d  (as  without  boad 
1 brought  home  Conqued)  he  would  gaze  upon  me, 

And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  Limb- 
The  Virtue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  he  heard.* 

Then  would  he  wifh  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  feel 
The  quicknefs  of  the  Edge,  and  in  his  Hand 
Weigh  it*  he  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this ; 

His  Youth  did  promife  much,  and  his  ripe  Years 
Will  fee  it  all  perform’d. 

Enter  Afpatia  pajffing  by. 

Mel . Hail  Maid  and  W ife ! 

Thou  fair  Afpatia , may  the  holy  Knot, 

That  thou  had  tyed  to  day,  lad  till  the  Hand 
Of  Age  undo’t*  may’d  thou  bring  a Race 
Unto  Amintor , that  may  fill  the  World 
Succeflively  with  Soldiers.  Afp . My  hard  Fortunes 
D ferve  not  Scorn  * for  I was  never  proud 

When  they  were  good.  Mel.  How’s  this?  [Exit  Afp. 

Lyf  You  are  mifbken,  for  die  is  not  Married. 

Mel.  You  faid  Amintor  was.  Diph.  ’Tis  true*  but— • 

Mel  Pardon  me,  1 did  receive  . 

Letters  at  Patria^  from  my  Amintor , 

That  he  diould  marry  her.  Diph.  And  fo  it  dood, 

In 
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In  all  Opinion  long;  but  your  Arrival 
Made  me  imagine  you  had  heard  the  Change. 

MeL  Who  hath  he  taken  then  ? Lyf.  A Lady,  Sir, 

Thn  bears  the  Light  above  her,  and  ftrikes  dead 
With  flatties  of  her  Eye  * the  fair  Evadtie , your  virtuous  Sifter. 

Aiel.  Pcac  oi  Heart  betwixt  them : but  this  is  ftrangc. 

Lyf.  The  King  my  Brother  did  it, 

To  honour  you*  and  ihcfe  Solemnities 
Are  at  his  Charge.  Mel . ’Tis  Royal,  like  himfelfj 
But  I am  fad,  my  Speech  bears  fo  unfortunate  a (bund 
To  beautiful  Jfpaiia  \ there  is  R age 
Hid  in  her  Father’s  Bread*  Calianax 
Bent  long  againft  me,  and  he  fhould  not  think, 

If  1 could  call  it  back,  that  1 would  take 
So  bafe  revenges,  as  to  fcorn  the  State 
Of  his  negle&ed  Daughter:  Hoids  he  ftill 
His  Greatnefs  with  the  King?  . Lyf.  Yes*  but  this  Lady 
Walks  diicontented,  with  her  warry  Eyes 
Benton  the  Earth:  The  unfrequented  Woods 
Are  her  Delight*  and  when  fhe  fees  a Bank 
Stuck  full  of  Flowers,  fhe  with  a Sigh  will  tell 
Her  Servants  what  a pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  Lovers  in,  and  make  her  Maids 
Pluck  ’em,  and  ftrow  her  over  like  a Corfe. 

She  carries  with  her  an  infe&ious  Grief, 

That  ftrikes  all  her  Beholders*  fhe  will  fing 
The  mournfurft  things  that  ever  Ear  hath  heard, 

And  figh,  and  fing  again  *,  and  when  the  reft 
Of  our  young  Ladies,  in  their  wanton  Blood, 

Tell  mirthful  Tales  in  courfe  that  fill  the  Room 
With  Laughter,  fhe  will  with  fo  fad  a Look 
Bring  forth  a Story  of  the  filent  Death 
Of  fome  forfaken  Virgin,  which  her  Grief 
Will  put  in  fuch  a Phrafe,  that  e’er  fhe  end, 

She’ll  fend  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

Mel.  She  has  a Brother  under  my  Command 
Like  her,  a Face  as  womanifh  as  hers, 

But  with  a Spirit  that  hath  much  out-grown 
The  Number  of  his  Years. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Cle.  My  Lord  the  Bridegroom ! 

Mel.  I might  run  fiercely,  not  more  haftily 
Upon  my  Foe  : I love  thee  well,  Amintor, 

My  Mouth  is  much  too  narrow  for  my  Hearty 
I joy  to  look  upon  thofe  Eyes  of  thine  * 

Thou  art  my  Friend,  but  my  diforder’d  Speech 

Cuts 
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Cuts  off  my  Love.  Amin.  Thou  art  Melantius  j 

All  Love  is  fpoke  in  that,  a Sacrifice 

To  thank  the  god?,  Melantius  is  return’d 

In  Sarery  ; Vifirory  firs  on  his  Sword 

As  fhe  was  wont ; may  ihe  build  there  and  dwell, 

And  may  thy  Armour  be  as  it  hath  been. 

Only  thy  Valour  and  thy  Innocence. 

What  endlefs  Treafures  would  our  Enemies  give, 

That  I might  hold  thee  ftill  thus! 

Mel.  I am  but  poor  in  words,  but  credit  me,  young  Man, 

Thy  Mother  could  no  more  but  weep,  for  joy  to  fee  thee 

After  long  abfcnce;  all  the  Wounds  I have 

Fetch  not  fo  much  away,  nor  all  the  Cries 

Of  widowed  Mothers:  but  this  is  Pe^ce  5 

And  what  was  War?  Amin . Pardon,  thou  holy  God 

Of  M*irriagc-bed,  and  frown  not,  1 am  forc’d. 

In  anfwer  of  fuch  noble  Tears  as  thofc, 

To  weep  upon  my  Wedding-day. 

Mel.  i fear  thou  art  grown  too  lick ; for  I hear 
A Lady  mourns  for  thee.  Men  fay,  to  Death, 

Forfiken  of  thee,  on  what  Terms  I know  not. 

Amin.  She  had  my  Promife,  but  the  King  forbad  it. 

And  made  me  make  this  worthy  Change,  thy  Sifter, 

Accompanied  with  Graces  above  her, 

With  whom  I long  to  lofe  my  lufty  Youth, 

And  grow  old  in  her  Arms.  MeLt  Be  profperous. 

Enter  MefTenger. 

Meff.  My  Lord,  the  Maskers  rage  for  you. 

Lyff.  We  are  gone.  Cleon , Strata,  Dipbilus. 

Amin . We’ll  all  attend  you,  we  ftnll  trouble  you 
With  our  Solemnities.  Mel  Not  fo,  Amintor. 

Bur  if  you  laugh  at  my  rude  carriage 
In  Peace,  I’ll  do  as  much  for  you  in  WV, 

When  ynu  come  thither:  yet  I have  a Miftrefs 
To  bring  to  your  Delights;  rough  though  I am, 

1 have  a Miftrefs,  and  fhe  has  a Heart, 

She  fays,  but  truft  me,  it  is  Stone,  no  better, 

There  is  no  place  that  l can  challenge  in’e. 

Cut  you  ftand  flill,  and  here  my  Way  lies.  [Exeunt  - 

Enter  Calianax  with  Diagoras. 

Cal  Diagoras , look  to  the  Doors  better  for  lhame,  you  let  in 
all  the  World,  and  anon  the  King  will  rail  at  me;  why  very  well 
faid,  by  Jove  the  King  will  have  the  Show  i’th’  Court. 

Drag.  Why  do  you  fwear  fo,  my  Lord?  . 

You  know  he’ll  have  it  here. 

Cal.  By  this  Light  if  he  be  wife  he  will  not. 

Diag. 
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Dbg.  And  if  he  will  not  be  wife,  you  are  forfworn. 

Cal.  One  wwy  wear  out  his  Heart  with  fxvearing,  and  get  thanks 
on  no  fid*,  1*11  be  gone,  look  to’t  who  will. 

Diag . !Vly  Lord  1 fhall  never  keep  them  out. 

Pray  ltay,  yrur  Looks  will  terrific  them. 

Cal.  My  Looks  terrific  them,  you  Coxcombly  Afs  you  ! I’ll  be 
judg’d  by  all  the  Company  whether  thou  halt  not  a worfc  Face 
than  I — — - 

Diag  I mean,  becaufe  they  know  you  and  your  Office. 

Cal . Office!  I would  I could  put  it  off,  1 am  furc  i fwcat  quite 
through  my  Office,  I might  have  made  room  at  my  Daughter’s 
Wedding,  they  had  near  kill’d  her  among  them.  And  now  I 
mult  do  fervice  for  him  that  hath  forfaken  her  ; ferve  that  will. 

[Exit  Calianax. 

Diag.  He’s  fo  humorous  fince  his  Daughter  was  forfaken:  hark, 
hark,  there,  there,  fo,  fo,  codes,  codes. 

What  now  ? [ Knock  within . 

Mel.  Open  the  Door.  Diag.  Who’s  there ? Mel.  Melantius. 

Diag.  I hope  your  Lordfhtp  brings  no  Troop  with  you,  for  if 
you  do,  I muft  return  them. 

Enter  Melantius,  and  a Lady. 

Mel.  None  but  this  Lady,  Sir. 

Diag , The  Ladies  are  all  plac’d  above,  fave  thofe  that  ccme  in 
the  King’s  Troop,  the  bell  of  Rhodes  fit  there,  and  there’s  room. 

Mel.  1 thank  you,  Sir.  When  l have  feen  you  plac’d,  Madam, 
I muft  attend  the  King  * bur,  the  Mask  done,  I’ll  wait  on  you 
again. 

Diag.  Stand  back  there,  room  for  my  Lord  Melantius , pray 
bear  back}  this  is  no  place  for  fuch  Youths  and  their  Trul!S}  let 
the  Doors  be  (hut  again}  ay,  do  your  Heads  itch?  I’ll  fcr  tch 
them  tor  you:  fo  now  thruft  and  hang:  again,  who  is’t  now  ? I 
cannot  blame  my  Lord  Calianax  for  going  away}'  would  he  were 
here,  he  would  run  raging  among  them,  and  break  a dozen  wifer 
Heads  than  his  own  in  the  twinkling  of  an  Eye : what’s  the  news 

now? 

Wifbin.J  I pray  can  you  help  me  to- the  fpeech  of  the  Mailer 
Cook  ? 

Diag . If  I open  the  Door  I’ll  cook  fome  of  your  Calres-heads. 
Peace  Rogues— again, — —who  is’t? 

Mel.  Melantius.  [Within 

Enter  Calianax  to  Melantius. 

Cal  Let  him  not  in. 

Diag.  O my  Lord  I muft}  make  room  there  for  my  Lord.  Is 
your*  Lady  plac’d  ? [To  Me). 

Mel.  Yes  Sir,  I thank  you.  My  Lord  Calianax , well  met,  your 
caufelefs  Hate  to  me  I hope  is  buried. 

Cal9 
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Cal.  Yes,.  I do  fervice  for  your  Siftr  here. 

That  brings  my  own  poor  Child  to  time’efs  Death ; 

She  loves  >our  Friend  Ambit  or,  fuch  another  falfc-heartcd 
Lord  as  you.  A- el.  You  do  me  wrong, 

A moft  unmanly  one,  and  I am  flow 
In  taking  vengeance } but  be  well  advis’d. 

Cat . It  may  l?e  fo : Who  plac’d  the  Lady  there  fo  near  the  pre- 
fence of  the  King?  Mel.  I did. 

Cal . My  Lord,  ihc  muft  not  fit  there.  Mel  Why? 

Cal . The  place  is  kept  for  Women  of  more  Worth. 

Mel  Merc  Worth  than  fhe?  it  mif-becomes  your  Age 
And  Place  to  be  thus  womanifh  \ forbear  $ 

What  you  have  fpoke,  I am  content  to  think 
The  Pal  fey  fhook  your  Tongue  to. 

Cal.  Why  ’tis  well  if  I hand  here  to  place  Mens  Wenches. 

MeL  I fhall  forget  this  Place,  thy  Age,  my  Safety,  and  through 
all,  cut  that  poor  fickly  week  thou  haft  to  live,  away  from 
thee. 

Cal.  Nay,  1 know  you  can  fight  for  your  Whore. 

Mel.  Bate  the  King,  and  be  he  Flcfh  and  Blood, 

He  lyes  that  fays  it  y thy  Mother  at  fifteen 

Was  black  and  finful  to  her.  Diag.  Good  my  Lord  ! 

Mel.  Some  God  pluck  threefcore  Years  from  that  fond  Man, 
That  I may  kill  him,  ard  not  fhin  mine  Honour  y 
It  is  the  curfe  of  Soldiers,  that  in  Peace 
They  fhall  be  brain’d  by  fuch  ignoble  Men, 

As  (if  the  Land  were  troubled)  would  with  Tears 
And  Knees  beg  Succour  from  ’em.  Would  that  Blood 
(That  Sea  of  Blood)  that  1 have  loft  in  fight, 

Were  running  in  thy  Veins,  that  it  might  make  thee 
Apt  to  fay  lefs,  or  able  to  maintain.  . 

Shouldft  thou  fay  more — — This  Rhodes  I fee' is  nought 
But  a Place  priv Hedg’d  to  do  Men  wrong. 

Cal.  Ay,  you  may  fay  your  pleafure. 

Enter  Amintcr. 

Amin.  What  vile  Injury 
Has  ftirr’d  my  worthy  Friend,  who  is  as  flow 
To  fight  with  Words,  as  he  is  quick  of  Hand  ? 

Mel.  That  heap  of  Age,  which  1 fhould  reverence 
If  it  were  temperate  5 but  tefly  Years 
Are  moft  contemptible. 

Amin.  Good  Sir  forbear. 

Cal . There  is  juft  fuch  another  as  your  felf. 

Amin  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  Man, 

And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  Life  to  lofe, 

Since  this  our  Match : The  King  ia  coming  in, 


I would 


9 


The  Maid's  'Tragedy. 

I would  not  for  more  wealth  than  I enjoy, 

He  fbouid  perceive  you  raging;  he  did  hear 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which  haftned  him.  v 
Cal . Make  room  there. 

Hautboys  flay  within. 

Enter  King,  Evadnc,  Alpatia,  Lords  and  Ladies.- 
King.  Melantius , thou  art  welcome,  and  my  Love 
Is  with  thee  (till  > but  this  is  not  a Place 
To  babble  in;  Calianax>  join  hands. 

Cal.  He  fhali  not  have  xny  hand.  King . This  is  no  time 

To  force  you  to’c,  I do  love  you  both: 

Calianax,  you  look  well  to  your  Office; 

And  you  Melantius  are  welcome  home.  Begin  the  Mask. 

Mel.  Sifter,  I joy  to  fee  you,  and  your  Choice. 

You  lookt  with  my  Eyes  when  you  took  that  Man; 

Be  happy  in  him.  [Recorders  flay. 

Evad.  O my  dcareft  Brother  ! 

Your  Prefence  is  more  joyful  than  this  Day  can  be  unto  me. 

THE  MASK. 

Night  rifes  in  Mifts. 

Night.  Our  Reign  is  come  ; for  in  the  raging  Sea 
The  Sun  is  drown’d,  and  with  him  fell  the  Day: 

Bright  Cinthia  hear  my  voice,  I am  the  Night 
For  whom  thou  bcar’ft  about  thy  borrow’d  Light;1 
Appear,  no  longer  thy  pale  Vifage  fhrowd, 

But  flrike  thy  Silver  Horn  thorough  a Cloud, 

And  fend  a Beam  upon  my  fwarthy  Face, 

By  which  I may  difeover  all  the  Place 

And  Perfons,  and  how  many  longing  Eyes 

Are  come  to  wait  on  our  Solemnities.  \Enter  Cinthia. 

How  dull  and  black  am  I ? I could  not  find 

This  Beauty  without  thee,  1 am  fo  blind; 

Methinks  they  ihew  like  to  thofe  Eaftern  Streaks 
That  warn  us  hence,  before  the  Morning  breaks; 

Back,  my  pale  Servant,  for  thefe  Eyes  know  how 
To  flinot  far  more  and  quicker  Rays  than  thou. 

Citttb.  Great  Queen,  they  be  a Troop  for  wffom  alone 
One  of  my  cleared  Moons  I have  put  on  ; 

A Troop  that  looks  as  if  thy  felf  and  I 

Had  pluckt  our  Reins  in,  and  our  Whips  laid  b f9 

To  gaze  upon  thefe  Mortals,  that  appear 

Brighter  than  we.  Night.  Then  let  us  keep  ’em  here* 

And  never  more  our  Chariots  drive  away. 

But  hold  our  Places,  and  out-ffiine  the  Day. 

B 4 Cintl . 
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Cintb*  Great  Queen  of  Shadows,  you  are  pleas’d  to  feeak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done  ; we  may  not  break 
The  Gods  decrees,  but  when  our  time  is  come, 

Muft  drive  away,  and  give  the  Day  our  room. 

Yet  while  our  Reign  lafts,  let  us  ftrctch  our  Pow  r 
To  give  our  Servants  one  contented  hour, 

With  fuch  unwonted  folemn  Grace  and  State, 

As  may  for  ever  after  force  them  hate 

Our  Brother’s  glorious  Beams,  and  wilh  the  Night 

Crown’d  with  a thoufand  Stars,  and  our  cold  Light ; 

For  almoft  all  the  World  their  fervice  bend 
To  Phoebus,  and  in  vain  my  Light  1 lend, 

Gnz’d  on  unto  my  fetting  from  my  rife 
Almoft  of  none,  but  of  unquiet  Eyes. 

Night . Then  fhine  at  full,  fair  Queen,  and  by  thy  pow’r 
Produce  a Birth  to  crown  this  happy  hour ; 

Of  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  let  their  Songs  difeover, 

Eafte  and  fweet,  who  is  a happy  Lover; 

Or  if  thou  woot,  then  call  thine  own  Endymhn 
From  the  fweet  Flo  wry  Bed  he  lies  upon, 

On  Lamus  top,  thy  pale  Beams  drawn  away, 

And  of  this  long  Night  let  him  make  a Day. 

Cinth*  Thou  dream’ft,  dark  Queen;  that  fair  Boy  was  not  mine, 
Nor  went  I down  to  kif3  him*  Eafe  and  Wine 
Have  bred  thefe  bold  Tales*  Poets,  when  they  rage, 

Turn  Gods  to  Men,  and  make  an  Hour  an  Age ; 

But  I will  give  a greater  State  and  Glory* 

And  raile  to  time  a noble  Memory 
Of  what  thefe  Lovers  are:  Rife,  rife,  I fay, 

Thou  Pow’r  of  Deeps,  thy  Surges  laid  away, 

Neptune , great  King  of  Waters,  and  by  me 

Be  proud  to  be  commanded.  [Neptune  rifeu 

Nept . Cinthia , fee. 

Thy  word  hath  fetcht  me  hither,  let  me  know 
Why  I afeend. 

Cintb*  Doth  this  M&jeftick  Show 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet?  Nept.  Yes,  now  I fee 
Something  intended  ( Cinthia ) worthy  thee,* 

Go  on,  I’ll  be  a Helper.  Cintb * Hie  thee  then, 

And  charge  the  Wind  flie  from  his  Rocky  Den. 

Let  loofe  thy  Subjefh,  only  Boreas , 

Too  foul  for  our  Intention  as  he  was  * 1 

Sri  11  keep  him  fail  chain’d;  wc  muft  have  none  here 
B Mtol  Blafts  and  gentle  Winds  appear, 

$u  m blow.  Flow’rs,  and  through  the  glad  Boughs  fing 
Many  foil  Wwlcomes  to  the  lufty  Spring, 
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Thefeareour  Mufick:  Next,  thy  watry  Race 
Bring  on  in  Couplet  j we  are  pleas’d  to  grace 
ruis  noble  Night,  each  in  their  richeft  things 
Your  own  Deeps  or  the  broken  Veflel  brinos 
Be  prodigal,  and  I lhall  be  as  kind,  ° * 

And  ihinc  at  full  upon  you.  Nept.  Ho  the  Wind' 

Enter  Eolus  out  of  a Rock 

Commanding  Eolus\  Sol.  Great  Neptune ! Neot  H- 
Eol.  What  is  thy  will?  Nept.  We  do  mmmii  ^ c 
F, 'avonius,  and  thy  milder  Winds,  to  wait  ' **  C^cc  ^er 

Upon  our  Cinthia,  but  tye  Boreas  ftraieht- 
He’s  too  rebellious.  Eol.  I lhall  do  it&  * 

Th%il  ?°’  grCa5  KaftC?f  the  Fj°od’  a"d  ^1  below. 

Thy  full  Command  has  taken.  Eol.  Ho ! the 

Neptune.  Kept.  Here.  Eol.  Boreas  has  broke  - 

And  ftruggling  with  the  reft,  has  got  way 

Nept. Let  him  alone,  I’ll  take  him  up  at  S'a  • 

He  will  not  long  be  thence } go  once  again.  ' * 

And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  Main 

Blue  Proteus,  and  the  reft,  charge  them  p’ut  on 

Their  greateft  Pearls,  and  the  moft  fparkling  Scone 

The  bearing  Rock  breeds,  ’till  this  Night  if  done 

By  me  a folemn  honour  to  the  Moon* 

Fly  like  a full  fail.  Eol.  I am  gone.  Cinth.  Dark  Night 

Strike  a full  Silence,  do  a thorough  right  °Dr’ 

To  this  great  Chorus,  that  our  Mufick Inay 

If  m j higf  as  Hcav’n»  and  make  the  Eaft  break  Day 

6 [Mufick, 

SONG. 

Cinthia  to  thy  Paver,  and  them 
We  obey. 

Joy  to  his  great  Company, 
no  Day 

Come  to  fteal  this  Night  away 
Till  the  Rites  of  Love  are  ended % 
j4nd  the  lujly  Bridegroom  fay , 

Welcome  Light,  of  all  befriended; 

Pace  out , you  watry  Powers  below , 

Let  your  Feet 

Like  the  Q allies  when  they  rowt 
Even  beat . 

Let  your  unknown  Meafures  fet 
To  the  ft  ill  Winds , tell  to  all 
That  Gods  are  come  immortal  great 
lo  honour  this  great  Nuptial, 

Bz  The 
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The  Meafure.  Second  Song. 

Hold  back  thy  Hours , dark.  Night,  till  we  have  done , 

7he  Hay  veil!  come  tod  foon\ 

Young  Maids  will  cnrfe  thee  if  thou  Jlealft  away , 

And  leav'Jl  their  Blujhes  open  to  the  Day . 

Stay,  flay , and  bide 
7 he  Blujhes  of  the  Bride. 

'Stay  gentle  Night , and  with  thy  Dartyefs  cover 
k The  Xjjfes  of  her  Lover . 

Stay,  and  confound  her  Tears , and  her  Jferill  Cryings , 
fcV  Denials , Fcwj,  Dyings  j 

d/tfy,  all, 

But  help  not , though  floe  call. 

Nept . Great  Queen  of  us  and  Heav’n, 

Hear  jwhat  I bring  to  make  this  hour  a full ' one. 

If  not  her  meafure.  Cinth.  Speak,  Seas  King. 

Nept.  Thy  Tunes  toy  Ampmtrite  joys  to  have, 

When  they  will  dance  upon  the  riling  Wave, 

And  court  me  as  the  Sails,  my  Trytons  play 
Mufick  to  lead  a Storm,  I’ll  lead  the  way. 

SONG.  Meafure. 

7o  bed , to  bed , come  Hymen,  lead  the  Bride , 

And  lay  her  by  her  Husbandd  Side  : 

Bring  in  the  Virgins  every  one, 

That  grieve  to  lye  alone  : 

7 hat  they  may  kifs  while  they  may  fay , a Maid, 

To  morrow, 9 twill  be  other , k*ft  and  faid  : 

Hefperus  be  long  a fl lining, 

Whiljl  thefe  Lovers  are  a twining, 

771^,  TdJ  v' . X*  * 1~  . ' ' Ja ■■  7--  V ..  :J  \ rp  'f* - .<v. * m ~ ' 

Eel  Ho!  Neptune ! Nept.  Eolus  ! 

Eel  The  Seas  go  high, 

Boreas  hath  rais’d  a Storm  *,  go  and  apply 
Thy  Trident,  elfe  1 Prophcfie,  e’er  Day 
Many  a tall  Ship  will  be  cad  away: 

Defcend  with  all  the  Gods,  and  all  their  power,  to  {trike  a Call. 

Cinth  A thanks  t6  every  one,  and  to  gratulatc 
S > great  Service  done  at  my  dtfirc, 

Ye  {hall  have  many  Floods,  fuller  and  higher 
Than  you  have  wifhed  for  j no  Ebb  {hall  dare 
To  let  the  Day  fee  where  your  dwellings  are : 

Now  back  unto  your  Government  in  hade. 

Left  your  proud  Charge  ftiould  fwell  above  the  Wafte, 

And  win  upon  the  Ifland.  Nept * We  obey. 

[Neptune  defends,  and  the  Sea-gods. 
* ' Cinth . 
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Cintb.  Hold  up  thy  bend,  dead  Nighty  fec’ft  ihou  not  Day? 
The  Eaft  begins  to  lighten,  1 muft  down, 

And  give  my  Brother  place.  Night.  Oh  ! 1 could  frown 
To  fee  the  Day,  the  Day  that  flings  his  Light 
Upon  my  Kingdoms,  and  contemns  old  Night  j 
Let  him  go  on  and  flame,  I hope  to  fee 
Another  wild-fire  in  his  Axlctrce; 

And  all  falfe  drcncht : But  I forgot,  freak  Queen 
The  Day  grows  on,  I muft  no  more  be  fccn. 

Cin.  Heave  up  thy  drowfic  Head  again,  and  fee 
A greater  Light,  a greater  Majefty, 

Between  our  Seft  and  us;  whip  up  thy  Team  ; 

The  Day  breaks  here,  and  yon  fomc  flafhing  Stream 
Shot  from  the  South  * fay,  which  way  wilt  thou  go? 

Night.  I’ll  vanifli  into  Mifts.  [Exit. 

Cintb.  1 into  Day.  [Exit.  Finis  Mask. 

King.  Take  lights  there,  Ladies,  get  the  Bride,  to  bed* 

Wc  will  not  fee  you  laid.  Good  night  Amintor, 

We’ll  eafe  you  of  that  tedious  Ceremony  ; 

Were  it  my  Cafe,  I fhould  think  time  run  flow, 

If  thou  be’ft  Noble,  Youth,  get  me  a Boy, 

That  may  defend  my  Kingdom  from  my  Foes. 

Amin.  All  Happinefs  to  you. 

King . Goodnight ’^Melantius.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II.  'S  C E N E I. 

Enter  Evadne,  Afpatia,  Dula,  and  other  Ladies. 

Lula.  TkyTAdarr,  (hall  we  undrefs  you  for  this  Fight? 

XV JL  The  Wars  are  nak’d  that  you  muft  make  to  Night. 
Evad.  You  are  very  merry,  Dula. 

Bui.  I fhould  be  far  merrier,  Madam,  if  it  were  with  me  as  it 
is  with  you.  Evad.  Why  how  now  Wench? 

Dula . Come  Ladies  will  you  help  ? 

Evad.  I am  fbon  undone. 

Bula . And  as  foon  done: 

Good  ftore  of  Cloaths  will  trouble  you  at  both. 

Evad.  Art  thou  drunk,  Dula  ? 

Dula.  Why  here’s  none  but  we. 

Evad . Thou  think' ft,  belike,  there  is  no  Mode  fty 
When  we  are  alone. 

Dula.  Ay  by  my  Troth,  you.  hit  my  thoughts  aright. 

Evad.  You  prick  me,  Lady.  Bula.  ’Tis  againft  my  will: 

Anon  you  muft  endure  more,  and  lie  Hill. 
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You're' bcft  to  puftife.  Evad.  Sure  this  Wench  is  raud. 

Dula . No  fakh,  this  is  a trick  that  I have  had 
Since  l was  fourteen. 

Evad . ’ Tis  high  time  to  leave  it. 

Lula . Nay,  now  I'll  keep  it  ’till  the  trick  leave  me; 

A dozen  wanton  Words  put  in  your  Head, 

Will  make  you  lively  in  your  Husband  s Bed. 

Evad.  Nay  faith,  then  take  it. 

Dula.  Take  it  Madam,  where? 

We  al!,  i hope,  will  take  it,  that  are  here. 

Evad.  Nay  chen  I’ll  give  you  o’er.  Dula . So  will  I make 
The  ableft  Man  in  Rhodes , or  his  Heart  to  ake. 

Evad.  Wilt  take  my  place  to  Night  ? 

Dula . I’ll  hold  your  Cards  ’gainft  any  two  I know. 

Evad.  What  V/ilt  thou  do? 

Dula.  Madam,  we’il  do’c.  and  make  ’em  leave  play  too. 
E*ad.  sdfpatia^  take  her  part.  Dula  I will  refufe  it. 

Evad.  Why  do.  Lula * You  will  find  the  play 
Quickly,  hccaufe  your  Head  lies  well  that  way. 

Ev#d.  I thank  thee,  Lula 5 would  thou  could’ft  inftil 
Some  of  thy  Mirth  into  Afpatia: 

Nothing  but  fad  Thoughts  in  her  Bread  do  dwell; 
Methinks  a mean  betwixt  you  would  do  well. 

Dula.  She  is  in  Love,  hang  me  if  I were  fo, 

But  I could  run  my  Country  : L love  too 
To  do  thofe  things  that  People  in  Love  do. 

Afp.  It  were  a timelefs  Smile  (hould  prove  my  Cheek. 

It  were  a fitter  hour  for  me  to  laugh, 

When  at  the  Altar  the  religious  Pricft 

Were  pacifying  the  offended  Powers 

With  Sacrifice,  than  now  \ this  (hould  have  been 

My  Night,  and  all  your  Hands  have  been  employ’d 

In  giving  me  a fpotlefs  Offering 

To  young  Amintor'%  Bed,  as  we  are  now 

For  you:  Pardon,  Evadne-y  would  my  Worth 

Were  great  as  yours,  or  chat  the  King,  or  he, 

Or  both,  thought  fo.  Perhaps  he  found  me  ^worthlefs. 

But  till  he  did  fo,  in  thefe  Ears  of  mine 

(Thefe  credulous  Ears)  he  pour’d  the  fwectdl  words 

That  Art  or  Love  could  frame  ; if  he  were  falfc. 

Pardon  it  Heav’n,  and  if  I rdid  want 
Virtue,  yoa  fafely  may  forgive  that  too ; 

For  I have  left  none  that  I had  from  you.  r 
Evad . Nay,  leave  this  fad  talk,  Madam. 

Afp.  Would  I could,  then  (hould  I leave  the  Caufc. 

Evad,  See  if  you  hays  not  fpoil’d  all  Lula's  Mirth. 
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Aff.  Thou  think’ft  thy  Heart  hard,  but  if  thou  bee’ft  caught, 
remember  me*  thou  (halt  perceive  a Fire  (hot  fuddenly  into  thee. 

Lula . That’s  not  fo  good,  let  ’em  (hoot  any  thing  but  Fire,  I 
fear  ’em  not. 

Afp . Well  Wench,  thou  may’ll  be  taken. 

Evad.  Ladies  good  Night,  I’ll  do  the  reft  my  fclf. 

Lula.  Nay,  let  your  Lord  do  fome. 

Afp  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Yew. 

Evad.  That’s  one  of  your  fad  Songs,  Madam. 

A/p  Believe  me,  ’tia  a very  pretty  one. 

Evad . How  is  it.  Madam  ? 

SONG. 

Afp.  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  lew  * 

Maidens , Willow  Branches  bear  $ fay  / dr ed  true: 

My  Love  was  falfe , but  I was  firm  from  my  hour  of  Birth  5 
Upon  my  buried  Body  lay  lightly  gentle  Earth • 

Evad.  Fie  on’t  Madam,  the  Words  are  fo  ftrange,  they  are  able 
to  make  one  Dream  of  Hobgoblins.  1 could  never  have  the  Power, 
Sing  that,  Lula. 

Dula.  I could  never  have  the  Fower 
To  Love  one  above  an  Hour , 

But  my  Heart  would  prompt  mine  Eye 
Qn  f me  other  A:  an  to  flip  \ 

V enus,  fix  mine  Eyes  fajt , ' 

Or  if  not  3 give  me  all  that  1 f all  fee  at  lafi. 

Evad . So,  leave  me  now. 

Lula . Nay,  wc  mull  fee  you  laid. 

Afp . Madam  good-night,  may  all  the  Marriage  joys-  . 

That  longing  Maids  imagine  in  their  Beos, 

Prove  fo  unto  you  5 may  no  Difcontent 

Grow  ’twixt  your  Love  and  you;  but  if  there  do, 

Enquire  of  mr,  and  I will  guide  your  Moan, 

Tench  you  an  Artificial  way  to  grieve. 

To  keep  your  Sorrow  waking  j love  your  Lord 
No  worfe  than  1 $ but  if  you  love  fo  well, 

Alas,  you  may  difpleafe  him,  fo  did  1. 

This  is  the  laft  Time  you  fhall  look  on  me.* 

Ladies  farewel ; as  food  as  I am  dead, 

Come  all,  and  watch  one  Night  about  my  Hearfe  ? 

Bring  each  a Mournful  Story,  and  a Tear, 

To  offer  at  it  when  I go  to  Earth  : 

With  fktt’ring  Ivy  clafpmy  Coffin  rounds 

Wute 
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W/ite  on  my  Brow  my  Fortune,  let  my  Bier 
Be  born  by  Virgins  that  fhall  Sing,  by  courfc, 

The  Truth  of  Maids,  and  Perjuries  of  Men. 

Evad.  Alas,  I pity  thee.  [Exit  Evadne. 

Cvnies . Madam,  good-night, 
i Lady.  Cotne,  we’ll  let  in  the  Bridegroom. 

,L>ula.  Where’s  my  Lord? 
i Lady.  Here  take  this  Light. 

Enter  Amintor. 

JDuIa.  You’ll  find  her  in  the  Dark, 
i Lady.  Your  Lady’s  fcaice  a-Bed  yer,  you  mud  help  her. 

Ajf . Go,  and  be  happy  in  your  Lady’s  Love; 

May  all  the  Wrongs  thiit^ou  have  done  to  me 
Be  utterly  forgotten,  in  my  Death. 

Til  trouble  you  no  more,  yet  I will  take 
A parting  Kifs,  and  will  not  be  deny’d. 

You’ll  come,  my  Lord,  and  fee  the  Virgins  weep 
When  I am  laid  in  Earth,  though  you  your  felf 
Can  know  no  Fity : Thus  I wind  my  felf 
Into  this  Willow  Garland,  and  am  prouder 
That  1 was  once  your  Love  ( though  now  refus’d ) 

Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 

So  with  my  Prayers  l leave  you,  and  muft  try 
Some,  yet  unpraftis’d,  Way  to  girievc  and  die.  / 

Dula.  Come  Ladies,  will  you  go?  [Exit  Afpatia. 

Cm.  Good-night  my  Lord. 

Amin . Much  Happinefs  unto  you  all.  [Exeunt  Ladies . 

1 did  that  Lady  wrong:  Methinks  I feel 
Her  Grief  {hoot  fuddenly  through  all  my  Veins  j 
Mine  Eyes  run*,  this  is  ftrange  at  fuch  a Time. 

It  was  the  King  firil  mov’d  me  to’t,  but  he 

Has  not  my  Will  in  keeping Why  do  I 

Perplex  my  felf  thus?*  Something  whifpers  me, 

Go  not  to  Bed.  My  Guilt  is  not  fo  great 
As  mine  own  Confidence  (too  fenfible^ 

Would  make  me  think  v I only  brake  a Promifc, 

And  ’twas  the  King  that  forc’d  me : Timorous  FIcfh, 

Why  {bak’d  thou  fo?  away  my  idle  Fears. 

Enter  Evadne. 

Yonder  {be  is,  the  Luftre  of  whofe  Eye 
Can  blot  away  the  fad  Remembrance 
Of  ail  thefe  things : Oh  my  Evadne , fpare 
That  tender  Body,  let  it  not  take  Cold; 

The  Vapours  of  the  Night  will  not  fall  here. 

To  Bed,  my  Love;  Hymen  will  punilh  us 
For  being  flack  Performers  of  his  Rites. 

Cam’ll  thou  to  call  me?  Evad.  No, 
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Amt  ft-  Come,  come  my  Love, 

And  let  us  lofe  our  fclvcs  to  one  another. 

Why  art  thou  up  fo  long?  Evad.  I am  not  well. 

Amin.  To  Bed  then,  let  me  wind  thee  in  thefe  Arms, 
’Till  I have  banifh’d  Sicknefs. 

Evad . Good  my  Lord,  I cannot  Sleep. 

Amin.  Evadne , we’ll  watch,  I mean  no  (leeping. 

Evad.  1M  not  go  to  Bed.  Amin.  I prethee  do. 

Evad . I will  not  for  the  World. 

Amin . Why,  my  dear  Love? 

Evad.  Why  ? I have  Sworn  I will  not. 

Amin . Sworn  ! Evad.  Ay. 

Amin.  How?  Sworn,  Evadne ? 

Evad.  Yes,  Sworn,  Amintor , and  will  fwear  again, 

If  you  will  wifh  to  hear  me. 

Amin.  To  whom  have  you  fworn  this? 

Evad.  If  I (hould  name  him,  the  Matter  were  not  great. 

Amin.  Come,  this  is  but  the  Coynefs  of  a Bride. 

Evad  The  Coynefs  of  a Bride  ? 

Amin  How  prettily  that  Frown  becomes  thee  I 

Evad . Do  you  like  it  fo  ? 

Amin . Thou  canft  not  drefs  thy  Face  in  fuch  a Look 
But  1 fhall  like  it.  Evad.  What  Look  like  you  bed? 

Amin.  Why  do  you  ask? 

Evad.  That  1 may  fhew  you  one  lefs  pleating  to  you. 

Amin.  I prethee  put  thy  Jefts  in  milder  Looks, 

It  {hews  ss  thou  wert  Angry. 

Evad.  So  perhaps  I am  indeed. 

Amin . Why,  who  has  done  thee  Wrong  ? 

Name  me  the  Man,  and  by  thy  felf  1 fwear, 

Thy  yet  unconquer’d  felf,  I will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  I fhall  try  thy  Truth  j if  thou  doff  love  me, 
Thou  weight  not  any  thing  compar’d  with  me: 

Lire,  Honour,  Joys  Eternal,  all  Delights 
This  World  can  yield,  or  hopeful  People  feign 
Are  in  the  Life  to  come,  are  light  as  Air 
To  a true  Lover  when  his  Lady  frown?, 

And  bids  him  do  this:  Wilt  thou  kill  this  Man? 

Swear,  my  Amintor , and  i’ll  kifs  the  Sin  off  from  thy  Lips. 
• Amin . 1 will  not  fwear,  fweet  Love, 

•Till  1 do  know  the  Gaife.  Evad.  I wou’d  thou  wou’dfi* 
Why,  it  is  thou  that  wrong’ff  me,  I hare  thee, 

Thou  fhouldft  have  kill’d  thy  felf. 

Amin,  if  i fhould  know  that,  1 (hould  quickly  kill 
The  Man  you  hated.  Evad . Know  it  then,  and  do’t. 

Amin.  Oh  ne>  what  Look  loe’er  thou  {halt  put  on. 
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To  try  my  Faith,  I {hall  not  think  thee  falfe  *, 

I cannot  find  one  Blemifh  in  thy  Face, 

Where  Falihood  rtiould  abide.  Leave,  and  Co  Bcd‘, 

If  you  have  {worn  to  any  of  the  Virgin?, 

That  were  your  old  Companions,  to  preferve 
Your  Maiden-head  a Night,  it  may  be  done  without  this  means- 
Evad . A Maiden-head,  Amintor , at  my  Years? 

Amin . Sure  flic  raves,  this  cannot  be 
Thy  natural  Temper  j fhall  1 call  thy  Maids? 

Either  thy  healthful  Sleep  hath  left  thcc  long. 

Or  elfe  fome  Fever  rages  in  thy  Blood. 

Evad . Neither,  Amintor  \ think  you  I am  Mad, 

Bccaufe  I fpeak  the  Truth  ?- 

Amin.  Will  you  not  lye  with  me  to  Night? 

Evad.  To  Night/  You  talk  as  if  I would  hereafter. 

Amin.  Hereafter?  Yes,  1 do.  Evad . You  are  Deceiv’d* 

Put  off  Amazement,  and  with  Patience  mark 
What  I fhall  utter,  for  the  Oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer-,  'tis  not  for  a Night, 

Or  two,  that  I forbear  thy  Bed,  but  for  ever. 

Amin  1 dream,-- — awake  Amintor ! 

Evad.  You  hear  right, 

] foonej  will  find  out  the  Beds  of  Snake?, 

And  with  my  youthful  Blood  warm  their  cold  Flefh, 

Letting  them  curl  themfelves  about  my  Limb?, 

Than  deep  one  Night  with  thee;  this  is  not  feigned, 

Nor  founds  it  like  the  Coynefs  of  a Bride. 

Amin.  Is  Flefh  fo  earthly  to  endure  all  this? 

Are  thele  the  Joys  of  Marriage?  Hymeny  keep 
This  Story  (chat  will  make  fuccecding  Youth 
Negle&thy  Ceremonies^  from  all  Ears: 

Let  it  not  rife  up  for  thy  Shame  and  mine 
To  after  Ages*  we  will  fcorn  thy  Laws, 

If  thou  no  better  blefs  them*,  touch  the  Heart 
Of  her  that  thou  haft  fent  me,  or  the  World 
Shall  know  therms  not  an  Altar  thar  will  fmoak 
In  praife  of  thee  5 we  will  adopt  us  Sons; 

Then  Virtue  fhall  inherit,  and  not  Blood: 

If  we  do  luft,  we’ll  take  the  next  we  meet. 

Serving  our  felves  as  other  Creatures  do. 

And  never  take  Note  of  the  Female  more, 

Nor  of  her  KFue.  I do  rage  in  vain. 

She  can  but  Jcft;  Oh!  pardon  me  my  Love; 

So  dear  the  Thoughts  are  that  I hold  of  thee, 

That  I muft  break  forth  .*■  Satisfie  my  fear* 

It  is  a Pain,  beyond  the  Hand  of  Death,, 
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To  be  Jn  doubt*,  confirm  it  with  an  Oath,  if  this  be  true. 

Evad.  Da  you  invent  the  Form : 

Let  there  be  in  it  all  the  binding  Words 
Devils  and  Conjurers  can  put  together. 

And  I will  take  it*  I have  fworn  before. 

And  here,  by  all  things  holy,  do  again, 

Never  to  be  acquainted  with  thy  Bed. 

Is  your  doubt  over  now? 

Amin.  1 know  too  much,  would  I had  doubted  ftilJ. 

Was  ever  fuch  a Marriage  Night  as  this! 

You  Pow’rs  above,  if  you  did  ever  mean 
Man  ihould  be  us’d  thus,  you  have  thought  a Way 
How  he  may  bear  himfclf,  and  fave  his  Honour, 

Inftruft  me  in  it}  for  to  my  dull  Eyes 
There  is  no  mean,  no  moderate  Ccurfe  to  run, 

I muft  live  fcorn  d,  or  be  a Murderer: 

Is  there  a third  ? Why  is  this  Night  fo  Calm? 

Why  docs  not  Heav’n  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  us, 

And  drown  her  Voice? 

Evad.  This  Rage  will  do  no  good. 

Amin.  Evadne , hear  me,  thou  haft  ta’cn  an  Oath, 

But  fueh  a rafti  one  that,  to  keep  it,  were 
Worfe  than  to  fwear  it}  call  it  back  to  thee; 

Such  Vows  as  thofc  never  afeend  the  Heav’n} 

A Tear  or  two  will  wafh  it  quite  away  .• 

Have  Mercy  on  my  Youth,  my  hopeful  Youth, 

If  thou  be  pitiful,  for  (without  Boaft) 

This  Land  was  proud  of  me  : what  Lady  was  there, 

That  Men  call’d  Fair  and  Virtuous  in  this  Hie, 

That  would  have  fhun’d  my  Love?  It  is  in  thee 
To  make  me  hold  this  Worth — — Oh ! we  vain  Men 
That  truft  out  all  our  Reputation, 

To  reft  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  Hand 
Of  feeble  Women!  But  thou  art  not  Scone  } 

Thy  Fleih  is  fofr,  and  in  thine  Eyes  doth  dwell 
The  Spirit  of  Love,  thy  Heart  cannot  be  heard. 

Come  lead  me  from  the  bottom  of  Defpair, 

To  all  the  Joys  thou  baft}  f know  thou  wilt} 

And  make  me  careful,  lelt  the  fudden  Change 
O’ercome  my  Spirits. 

Evad.  When  I call  back  » his  Oath,  the  Pains  of  Hell  environ  me. 
Amin.  I deep, and  am  too  temperate}  come  to  Bed,  or  by 
Thcfe  Hairs,  which  if  thou  haft  a Soul  like  to  thy  Locks, 

Were  Threads  for  Kings  to  wear  about  their  Arms — . — * 

Evad . Why  fo  perhaps  they  are. 

Amin , I’ll  drag  thee  to  my  Bed,  and  make  thy  Tongue 
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Undo  this  wicked  Oath,  or  on  thy  F!efh 
I’ll  print  a thoufand  Wounds  to  let  out  Life. 

Evad.  1 fear  thee  not,  do  what  thou  dar’ft  to  me  j 
Ev’rv  ill-founding  Word,  dr  threatning  Look 
Thou  Ihew’ft  to  me,  will  be  reveng’d  at  full. 

Amin.,  It  will  not  fure,  Evadne  * 

Evad.  Do  you  not  hazard  that. 

Amin,  Ha5  ye  your  Champions  ? 

Evad,  Alas  Amintory  think’ll  thou  1 forbear 
To  deep  with  thee,  becaufe  1 have  put  op 
A Maiden’s  ftri&nefs?  look  upon  thefe  Cheeks, 

And  thou  ihait  find  the  hot  and  riling  Blood 
Unapt  for  fuch  a Vow  $ no,  in  this  Heart 
There  dwells  as  much  Defire,  and  as  much  Will 
To  put  that  wifiit  Ad  in  practice,  as  ever  yet 
Was  known  to  Woman,  and  they  have  been  Ihown 
Both;  bus  it  was  the  folly  of  thy  Youth, 

To  think  this  Beauty  (to  what  Land  foe’er 
It  Hi  all  be  call’d ) {hall  Hoop  to  any  Second. 

1 do  enjoy  the  bell,  and  in  that  height 

Have  fworn  to  Stand  or  Die:  You  guefs  the  Man. 

Amin.  No,  let  me  know  the  Man  thar  wrongs  me  fo, 
That  I may  cut  his  Body  into  Motes, 

And  fcatter  it  before  the  Northern  Wind, 

Evad.  You  <larc  not  ftrike  him. 

Amin . Do  not  wrong  me  fo  > 

Yes,  if  his  Body  were  a pois’nous  Plant, 

That  it  were  Death  to  touch,  l have  a Soul 
Will  throw  me  on  him.  Evad.  Why’tis  the  King. 

Amin.  The  King!  Evad . What  will  you  do  now? 

Amin.  ’Tis  not  ^he  King. 

Evad.  Wbar,  did  he  make  this  Match  for  dull  Amintor’l 
Amin,  Oh  ! theu  haft  nam’d  a Word  that  wipes  away 
All  Thoughts  revengeful}  in  that  Sacred  Name, 

The  King,  there  lies  a Terror*,  what  frail  Man 
Dares  lift  his  Hand  againft  it  f let  the  Gods 
Speak  to  him  wlien  they  pleafe; 

’Till  when  let  us  fuffer,  and  wait. 

Evad.  Why  Ihould  you  fill  your  felf  fo  full  of  Heat, 
And  hade  fo  to  my  Bed?  I am  no  Virgin. 

Amin , What  Devil  put  it  in  thy  Fancy  then 
To  marry  me?  Evad.  Alas,  I mull  have  one 
To  father  Children,  and  to  bear  the  Name 
Of  Husband  to  me,  that  my  Sin  may  be  more  honourable." 
Amin.  What  a llrange  thing  am  If 

A miferablc  one  \ one  that  my  felf  am  ferry  for. 


^The  Maid  s Tragedy, 

Amin,  Why  fliew  it  then  in  this, 

If  thou  haft  Pity,  though  thy  Love  bo  noire 
Kill  me,  andall  true  Lovers  that  fhall  live1 
In  after  Ages  croft  in  their  defires, 

Shall  blcfs  thy  Memory,  and  call  thee  good, 

Becaufe  fuch  Mercy  in  thy  Heau  was  found, 

To  rid  a lingring  Wretch.  Evad,  I muft  have  one 
To  fill  thy  Room  again,  if  thou  wert  Dead 
Elfe  by  this  Night  I would:  I pity  thee.  ? 

Amin . Thefe  ftrangc  and  fudden  Injuries  have  fidi’a 
So  thick  upon  me,  that  I lofe  all  Senfe 
Of  what  they  are.  Methinks  I am  not  wrong’d 
Nor  it  is  ought,  if  from  the  cenfuring  World  * 

I can  but  hide  it- Reputation, 

Thou  art  a Word,  no  more : But  thou  haft  fhewn 
An  Impudence  fo  high,  that  to  the  World 
I fear  thou  wilt  betray  or  ftiame  thy  fclf. 

Evad.  To  cover  Shame  I took  thee,  never  feir 
That  I would  blaze  my  felfi 

Amin . Nor  let  the  King 

Know  1 conceive  he  wrongs  me,  then  mine  Honour 
Will  thruft  me  into  A&ion,  that  my  Flelh 
Could  bear  with  Patience  3 and  it  is  fome  cafe 
To  me  in  thefe  Extreams,  that  I knew  this 
Before  I toucht  thecj  elfe  had  all  the  Sins 
Of  Mandkind  flood  betwixt  me  and  the  King, 

I had  gone  through  ’em  to  his  Heart  and  thine! 

I have  loft  one  Defire,  ’ti$  not  his  Crown 
Shall  buy  me  to  thy  Bed : Now  I refolve 
He  has  difhonour’d  thee  3 give  me  thy  Hand, 

Be  careful  of  thy  Credit  and  fin  clofe, 

*Tis  all  1 wifti ; upon  thy  Chamber-floor 
I’ll  reft  to  Night,  that  Morning  Vifiters 
May  think  wc  did  as  Married  People  ufe. 

And  prethee  fmile  upon  me  when  they  come, 

And  feem  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  pleas’d 
With  what  we  did.  Evad,  Fear  not.  I will  do  this. 

Amin.  Come  let  us  pradife,  and  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  Bride  and  Bridegroom  met, 

Let’s  laugh  and  enter  here,  Evad.  1 am  content. 

Amin,  Down  all  the  Swellings  of  my  troubled  Heart. 
When  we  walk  thus  intwin’d.,  let  all  Eyes  fee 
If  ever  Lovers  better  did  agree. 

Enter  Afpatia,  Antiphila  and  Olympias. 
Afp,  Away,  you  are  not  fad,  force  it  no  further  3 
Good  Gods,  how  well  you  look  ! fuch  a full  colour 


2 I 


[Exetm, 


Young 


z i The  Maid's  Tragedy , 

Young  bafliful  Brides  pur  on:  Sure  you  are  new  Married. 

Ant.  Yes,  Madam,  to  your  Gr;e(. 

Afp.  Alas/  poor  Wenches. 

Go  learn  to  love  firft,  learn  to  lofe^our  Lives, 

Learn  to  be  flatter’d,  and  believe,  and  blcfs 
The  double  ’Longue  that  did  it  $ 

Make  a Fairh  out  of  the  Miracles  cf  Ancient  Lovers. 

Did  you  ne’er  love  yet,  Wenches/*  fpeak  Olympias, 

Such  as  fpeak  Tiuth  and  dy’d  in’t. 

And,  like  me,  believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferable ; 

Thou  haft  an  eaiie  Temper,  fit  for  Stamp. 

Olymp.  Never.  Afp.  Nor  you,  Antipbila ? Ant . Nor 

Afp..  Then  my  good 'Girls,  be  more  than  Women,  wile. 
At  leaft  be  moie  than  I was*,  and  be  fure 
Ycu  credit  any  thing  the  Light  gives  Light  tc, 

Before  a Man}  rather  believe  the  Sea 
Weeps  for  the  ruin'd  Merchant  when  he  roars*, 

Rather  the  Wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  Sails 
When  the  ftrong  Cordage  cracks*,  rather  the  Sun 
Comes  but  to  kifs  the  Fruit  in  wealthy  Autumn, 

When  all  falls  blafted}  if  you  needs  tnuft  Love 
(Forc’d  by  ill  Fate)  take  to  your  Maiden  Bofoms 
Two  dead  cold  Afpicks,  and  of  them  make  Lovers, 

They  cannot  flatter  nor  fcrfwearj  one  Kifs 
Makes  a long  Peace  for  all  *,  but  Man, 

Oh  thatbeaft  Man!  Come  let’s  be  fad,  my  Girls; 

That  down-caft  of  thine  Eye,  Olympias , 

Shews  a fine  Sorrow  *,.  mark  Antipbila f 
Juft  fuch  another  was  the  Nymph  Oenone, 

When  Paris  brought  home  Helen  : Now  a Tear, 

And  then  thou  art  a piece  exprdfiog  fully 

The  Carthage  Queen,  when  from  a cold  Sea  Rock, 

Full  with  her  Sorrow,  fhe  ty’d  faft  her  Eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  Ships,  and  having  loft  them. 

Juft  as  thine  Eyes  do,  down  ftole  a Tear,  Antipbila  $ * 

What  would  this  Wench  do,  if  ihe  were  sfpdtia} 

Here  fhe  would  Hand,  ’till  fomc  more  pitying  God 
Turn’d  her  to  Marble.  ’Tis  enough,  my  Wench* 

Shew  me  the  piece  of  Needlework  you  wroughr. 

Ant.  Oi  Ariadne,  Madam?  Afp*  Yes,  that  Piece. 

This  fliould  be  Tbefeus , he’as  a coz’ning  Face, 

You  meant  him  for  a Man.  Ant . He  was  fo,  Madam. 

Afp.  Why  then  ?tis  well  enough,  never  look  back, 

You  have  a full  Wind,  and  a falfe  Heart,  Tbefeus  * 

Does  not  the  Story  fay,  his  Keel  was  fpilt, 

Or  his  Mails  fpenr,  or  fome  kind  Rock  or  other 
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Met  with  his  Vcflcl?  Ant.  Not  as  I remember. 

Afp.  U (hould  ha*  been  fo*  could  the  Gods  know  this, 

And  none  of  all  their  number  raife  a Storm  ? 

But  they  are  all  as  ill.  This  falfe  Smile  was  well  expreft  ; 

Juft  fuch  another  caught  me*,  you  ftialc  not  go  fo,  Anttpbila t 
In  this  Place  work  a Quickfand, 

And  over  it  a fhallow  mailing  Water. 

And  his  Ship  ploughing  it,  and  then  a Fear. 

Do  that  Fear  to  the  Life,  Wench. 

Ant.  ’Twill  wrong  the  Story. 

Afp . ’Twill  make  the  btory,  wrong’d  by  wanton  Poets, 

Live  long  and  be  bel  ev’d.  But  where’s  the  Lady  ? 

Ant . T here,  Madam. 

Afp.  Fie,  you  have  mifs’d  it  here,  Antipbilay 
You  are  much  mi  (taken,  Wench  • 

Thefe  Colours  arc  not  dull  and  pale  enough, 

To  fhew  a Soul  fo  full  of  Mifery 
As  this  fad  Lady’s  was;  do  it  by  me. 

Do  it  again  by  rne,  the  loft  Afpatia , 

And  you  (hall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  Bland  * 

liftand  upon  the  Sea-b-ach  now,  and  think 

Mine  Arms  thus,  and  mine  Hair  blown  with  the  Wind, 

Wild  as  that  Defart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell  that  1 am  forfaken,  do  my  Face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  feeling  of  a Sorrow) 

Thus,  thus,  Antipbila>  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow’s  Monument  j and  the  Trees  about  me, 

Let  them  be  dry  and  leafelefs*  let  the  Rocks 
Groan  with  continual  Surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a Defolation  5 look,  look,  Wenches, 

A miferable  Life  of  this  poor  Picture.  ^ 

Clynt . Dear  Madam  ! 

Afp  A have  done,  fir  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  Point  fix  all  our  Eyes,  that  Point  there ; 

Make  a dull  fihnce,  ’till  you  feel  a fudden  Sadncfc 
Give  us  new  Souls. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  The  King  .may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it; 

My  Child  is  wrong’d,  difgrac’d.  Well,  how  now  Huf-wives? 
What,  at  your  <afe^  Is  this  a time  to  fit  ftill?  up  you  young  lafcy 
Whore.',  up,  or  i’ll  Twinge  you. 

Olym.  Nav,  good  my  Lord. 

Cal . You’ll  lye  d >wn  fhordy,  get  you  in  and  work} 

What  are  you  grown  fo  refty  ? you  want  E rs. 

We  (hall  have  fome  of  the  Court  Boys  do  that  Office. 

Ant , My  Lord  we  do  no  more  than  we  are  charg’d  : 
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It  it  the  Lady’s  plcafure  wc  be  thus  in  Grief* 

She  is  forfaken. 

Cal.  There’s  a Rogue  too, 

A young  difombling  Slave;  well,  get  you  in. 

Ml  have  a bout  with  that  Boy  * 5tis  high  time 

Now  to  be  valiant;  I confefs  my  Youth 

Was  never  prone  that  way.  What,  made  an  Afs? 

A Court  Stale?  Well,  I will  be  valiant. 

And  beat  fome  dozen  of  thefe  Whelps*  I will*  and  there’s 
Another  of 'em,  a trim  cheating  Soldier, 

HI  maul  that  Rafcal,  h’as  out-brav’d  me  twice  * 

But  now  l thank  the  Gods  I’m  valiant* 

Go,  get  you  in,  I’ll  take  a courfe  with  all.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  HI.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Diphilus. 

Cle . \70ur  Sifter  is  not  up  yet. 

X Dipb.  Oh,  Brides  muft  take  their  Morning’s  reft, 

The  Night  is  troublefome.  Stra.  But  not  tedious. 

Dipb.  What  odds,  he  has  not  my  Sifter’s  Maidenhead  to  Night? 
Stra.  No ; it’s  odds  againft  any  Bridegroom  living,  he  ne’er  gets 
it  while  he  lives. 

Dlph . You’re  merry  with  my  Sifter,  you’ll  pleafe  to  allow  me* 
the  fame  freedom  with  your  Mother. 

Stra.  She’s  at  your  Service. 

Dipb.  Then  (he’s  merry  enough  of  her  felf,  ftie  needs  no  tickling. 
Knock  at  the  Door.  ^ 

Stra . We  ihall  interrupt  them. 

Dipb.  No  matter,  they  have  the  Year  before  them. 

Good  morrow.  Sifter*  fpare  your  felf  to  Day, 

The  Night  will  come  again. 

Enter  Am  in  tor. 

Amin . Who’s  there,  my  Brother?  I am  no  readier  yet,  your 
Sifter  is  but  now  up. 

Dipb.  You  look  as  you  had  loft  your  Eyes  to  Night* 

I think  you  ha3  not  flept.  Amin . Tfakh  I have  not. 

Dipb . You  have  done  better  then. 

sdruin.  We  ventur’d  for  a Boy*  when  he  is  Twelve, 

He  ihall  command  againft  the  Foes  of  Rhodes. 

Stra  You  cannot,  you  want  Sleep.  [ Afide . 

Amin.  ’Tis  true*  but  ihe, 

As  it  ihe  had  drunk  Lethe , or  had  made 
Even  with  Heav’n*  did  letch  fo  ftill  a Sleep, 
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So  fwect  and  found.  Dipb . What’s  that  ? 

Your  Sifter  frets  this  Morning,  and  does  turn 
Her  Eyes  upon  me,  as  People  on  their  Headfman  j 
She  does  chafe,  and  kifs,  and  chafe  again. 

And  clap  my  Cheeks;  (he's  in  another  World. 

Dipb . Then  I had  loft  j I was  about  to  lay, 

You  had  not  got  her  Maiden-head  to  Night. 

Amin . Ha!  he  does  not  mock  me  *,  you’d  loft  indeed ; 

I do  not  ufe  to  bungle.  Cleo . You  do  deferve  her. 

Amin . I laid  my  Lips  to  hers,  and  that  wild  Breath 
That  was  rude  and  rough  to  me,  laft  Nighr, 

Was  fweet  as  April.  I’ll  be  guilty  too,  [Afide. 

If  thefc  be  the  effe&s. 

Enter  Melanrius. 

Mel . Good  day,  Amintor , for  to  me  the  Name 
Of  Brother  is  too  diftant*,  we  are  Friends, 

And  that  is  nearer.  Amin . Dear  Mclantius  ! 

Let  me  behold  thee , is  it  poffible  ? 

Mel.  What  fudden  gaze  is  this  ? 

Amin . ’Tis  wond’rous  ftrange. 

Mel . Why  docs  thine  Eye  defire  fo  Arid  a view 
Of  that  it  knows  fo  well/ 

There’s  nothing  here  that  is  not  thine. 

Amin . I wonder  much,  Melantiust 
To  fee  thofe  noble  Looks  that  make  me  think 
How  virtuous  thou  art*,  and  on  the  fudden 
’Tis  ftrange  to  me,  thou  fhouldft  have  Worth  and  Honour, 

Or  not  be  bafe,  and  fa Ife,  and  treacherous, 

And  every  ill.  But- Mel.  Stay,  ftay,  my  Friend, 

I fear  this  found  will  not  become  our  Loves  5 
No  more,  embrace  me.  Amhit . Oh  miftake  me  not* 

I know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  thofe  Deeds 
That  we  frail  Men  call  good  *,  but  by  the  courfc 
Of  Nature  thou  fhould’ft  be  as  quickly  chang’d 
As  are  the  Winds,  diflembling  as  the  Sea, 

That  now  wears  Brows  as  fmooth  as  Virgins  be, 

Tempting  the  Merchant  to  invade  his  Face, 

And  in  an  Hour  calls  his  Billows  up, 

And  ihoots  ’em  at  the  Sun,  deftroying  all 

He  carries  on  him.  O how  near  am  l [Afide. 

To  utter  my  fick  Thoughts! 

Mel  But  why,  my  Friend,  Ihould  l be  fo  by  Nature? 

Amin  1 have  wed  thy  Sifter,  who  hath  virtuous  Thoughts 
Enough  for  one  whole  Family,  and  it  is  ftrange 
That  you  fitoud  feel  no  want. 

Mel.  Believe  me,  this  Complement’s  too  cunning  for  me. 
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Diph.  What  fliould  Ibc  then,  by  the  courfe  of  Nature, 

They  having  both  robb’d  me  of  fo  much  Virtue? 

Stra.  O c iti  the  Bride,  my  Lord  Arnintor , that  we  may  fee  her 
bluih,  and  turn  her  Eyes  down*  ic  is  the  prettied  fport. 

Amin.  Evadne ! Evad.  My  Lord  l [ Within . 

Amin,  Come  forth,  my  Love, 

Yc.ur  Brothers  do  attend  to  wifh  you  Joy. 

Evad.  I am  not  ready  yet.  Amin,  Enough,  enough. 

Evad.  They’d  mock  me. 

Amin.  Faith  thou  {halt  come  in. 

Enter  Evadne. 

Mel.  Good  morrow,  Sifter  5 he  that  underftands 
Whom  you  have  wed,  need  not  to  wifh  you  Joy.- 
You  have  enough,  take  heed  you  be  not  proud. 

Diph.  O Sifter,  what  have  you  done! 

Evad . I done!  why,  what  have  I done? 

Stra.  My  Lord  Arnntor  fwears  you  are  no  Maid  now. 

Evad.  Pufh ! Stra.  l’faith  he  does. 

Evad.  1 knew  I fhou’d  be  mockt. 

Diph.  With  a Truth. 

Evad . If  ’twere  to  do  again,  in  faith  I would  not  marry. 

Amin,  Nor  I,  by  Heav’n.  [. Afide . 

Diph.  Sifter,  Dtda  fwears  fhe  heard  you  cry  two  Rooms  off. 

Evad.  Fie,  how  you  talk  ! Diph . Let’s  fee  you  walk. 

Evadne^  by  my  troth  you’re  fpoil’d.  Mel.  Arnintor ! 

Amin  Ha!  Mel.  Thou  art  fad. 

Amin.  Who,  1 ? I thank  you  for  that. 

Shall  DipbihtSy  thou  and  l fing  a Catch?  Mel.  How! 

Amin . Prethee  let’s 

Mel.  Nay,  that’s  too  much  the  other  way. 

Amin.  I am  fo  lightned  with  my  Happinefs  : 

How  doft  thou,  Love?  kifs  me. 

Evad.  I cannot  Love  you,  you  tell  Tales  of  me. 

Amin.  Nothing  but  what  becomes  us.  Gentlemen, 

Would  you  had  all  fuch  Wives,  and  all  the  World, 

That  l might  be  no  wonder.  You’re  all  fad  j 
W^at,  do  you  envy  me?  I walk,  methinks. 

Off  Water,  and  ne’er  fink,  I am  fo  light. 

Mel.  ’Tis  well  you  are  fo. 

Amin.  Well  ? how  can  I be  other,  when  (he  looks  thus? 

* Is  there  no  Mufick  there  ? Let’s  Dance. 

Mel.  Why?  this  is  ftrange,  Arnintor! 

Amin.  I do  not  my  fclfj 

Yet  i could  wifh  my  Joy  were  lefs. 

Diph . L’U  marry  too,  if  it  will  make  one  thus. 

Evad.  Arnintor , hark. 
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Amin.  What  fays  my  Love?  I mud  obey. 

Evad.  You  do  it  feurvily,  ’twill  be  perceiv’d. 

Cle . My  Lord,  the  King  is  here. 

Enter  King  and  Lyfippus. 

Amin.  Where?  Stra.  And  his  Brother. 

King.  Good  morrow  all. 

Amintor , joy  on,  Joy  fill  thick  upon  thee  ! 

And,  Madam,  you  are  altei’d  fincc  1 faw  you, 

I muft  falute  you;  you  are  now  another’s; 

How  lik’d  you  your  Night’s  Reft?  Evad.  Ill,  Sr. 

Amin.  Ay  ! ’deed  ftie  took  but  little. 

Lyf.  You’ll  let  her  take  more,  and  thank  her  too  rtiortly. 

King.  Amintor , wert  thou  truly  honeft 
’Till  thou  wert  Married  ? 

Amin.  Yes,  Sir. 

King.  Tell  me  then,  how  Ihcws  the  Sport  unto  thee? 

Amin.  Why  well.  King.  What  did  you  de  ? 

Amin . No  more  nor  lefs  than  other  Couples  ufe; 

You  know  what  ’ti*j  it  has  but  a ccurfe  Name. 

King.  But  prethee,  1 Ihould  think,  by  her  black  Eye, 

And  her  red  Cheek,  lhe  fhould  be  quick  and  ftirring 
In  this  fame  bufinefs,  ha  ? 

Arnim  I cannot  tell,  I ne’er  try’d  other,  S‘r,  but  I perceive  ftie 
is  as  quick  as  you  delivered. 

King.  Well,  you’ll  truft  me  then,  Amintor , 

To  chufe  a Wife  for  you  again?  Amin . No  never,  Sir. 

King.  Why?  like  you  this  fo  ili? 

Amin . So  well  I like  her. 

For  this  1 bow  my  Knee  in  thanks  to  you, 

And  unto  Hcav’n  will  pay  my  grateful  Tribute 
Houily,  and  do  hope  we  ihall  draw  out 
A long  contented  Life  together  here, 

And  die  both  full  of  gray  flairs  in  one  Day  ; 

For  which  the  Thanks  is  yours : But  if  the  Pow’rs 
That  rule  us,  pleafe  to  call  her  fii  ft  away, 

Without  Pride  fpoke,  this  World  holds  not  a Wife 
Worthy  to  take  her  room. 

King.  I do  not  like  this;  all  forbear  the  Room, 

But  you,  Amintor , and  your  Lady.  I have  fome  fpcech  witk 
You,  that  may  concern  your  after  Jiving  well. 

Amin.  He  will  not  tell  me  that  he  Jits  with  her:  if  he  do, 
Something  heav’nly  flay  my  Heart,  for  1 fhall  be  apt 
To  thruft  this  Arm  of  mine  to  Ads  unlawful. 

Xing.' You  willfuffer  me  to  talk  with  her,  Amintor , 

And  not  have  a jealous  pang! 

Amin.  Sir,  I dare  truft  my  Wife 
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With  whom  fhe  dares  to  talk,  and  not  be  jealous. 

King.  How  do  you  like  Amintor ? 

Evad  As  1 did,  Sir.  King  How’s  that! 

tvad.  As  one  that,  to  fulfil  your  Will  and  Pleafure, 

1 have  given  leave  to  call  me  Wife  and  Love. 

King.  1 fee  there  is  no  lading  Faith  in  Sin; 

They  that  break  word  with  Hcav’n,  will  break  again 
With  all  the  World,  and  fo  doft  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How,  Sir? 

King.  Thisfubtile  Woman’s  Ignorance 
Will  not  cxcufe  you  $ thou  haft  taken  Oaths 
So  great,  methought  they  did  not  well  become 
A Woman’s  Mouth,  that  thou  wouldft  ne’er  enjoy 
A Man  but  me. 

Evad . I never  did  fwear  fo;  you  do  me  wrong. 

King.  Day  and  Night  have  heard  it. 

Evad.  I lworc  indeed  that  1 would  never  love 
A Man  of  lower  place  ; but  if  your  Fortune 
should  throw  you  from  this  height,  I bad  you  trull 
I would  forfake  you,  and  would  bend  to  him 
That  won  your  Throne;  1 love  with  my  Ambition, 

Not  with  mine  Eyes  ; but  if  I ever  yet 

Toucht  any  other,  Leprofie  light  here 

Upon  my  Face,  which  for  your  Royalty  I would  not  ftain.; 

King . Why  thou  diflemblcft,  and  it  is  in  me  topunifh  thee. 

Evad.  Why,  it  is  in  me  then  not  to  love  you,  which  will 
More  sfHiQ:  your  Body,  than  your  Punilbment  can  mine. 

Kng.  But  thou  haft  let  Amintor  lie  with  thee. 

Evad.  I ha’  not.  King  Impudence!  he  fays  himfelf  fo* 

Evad . He  lyes.  King.  He  does  not. 

Evad.  By  this  Light  he  does,  ftrangely  and  bafely,  and  I’ll  prove 
it  fo;  1 did  not  fhun  him  for  a Night, 

But  told  him  1 would  never  clofe  with  him. 

King.  Speak  lower  ; ’ris  falfe. 

Evad.  I’m  no  Man  to  anfwer  with  a Blow; 

Or  if  I were,  you  are  the  King  5 but  urge  me  not,  ’tis  moll  true^ 

King . Do  not  I know  the  uncontrouled  thoughts 
That  Youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  Blood  is  high 
With  Expe&ation,  and  Defires  of  that 
He  long  hath  waited  for?  Is  not  his  Spirit, 

Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a valiant  Strain, 

As  this  cur  Age  hath  known  ? What  could  he  do. 

If  fuch  a fudden  Speech  had  met  his  Blood, 

But  ruin  thee  for  ever?  if  he  had  not  kill’d  thee, 

He  could  not  bear  it  thus;  he  is  as  we, 

Or  any  other  wrong’d  Man,  Evad.  It  is  diflembling. 


The  Maid's  Tragedy. 

King.  Take  him ; farewel ; henceforth  I am  thy  Foe  ; 

And  what  Difgraccs  I can  blot  thee,  look  for. 

Evad.  Stay,  Sir  ^ Amintor  j you  (hall  hear  Amintor. 

Amin.  Whac,  my  Love  ? 

Evad.  Atnintor , thou  haft  an  ingenuous  Look, 

And  fhouldft  be  virtuous;  it  amazeth  me, 

That  thou  canft  make  fuch  bafe  malicious  lyes. 

Amin.  What,  my  dear  Wife? 

Evad.  Dear  Wife!  I do  defpife  thee;  ^ 

Why,  nothing  can  be.bafer,  than  to  fow 
T)iflention  amongft  Lovers.  Amin.  Lovers!  who  ? 

Evad. -The  King  and  me.  Amin.  O Heav’n  / 

Evad.  Who  (hould  live  long,  and  love  without  diftafte, 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  Pickthanks  as  thy  felf! 

Did  you  lie  with  me?  fwear  now  and  be  pumfhi  in  HcM 
For  this*  Amin.  The  faithlefs  Sin  I made 
To  fair  Afpatia , is  not  yet  reveng’d, 

It  follows  me.  I will  not  lofe  a word 
To  this  wild  Woman;  but  to  you,  my  King, 

The  anguifh  of  my  Soul  thrufts  out  this  Truth, 

You’re  a Tyrant;  and  not  fo  much  to  wrong 
An  honeft  Man  thus,  as  to  rake  a pride 
In  talking  with  him  of  it. 

Evad.  Now,  Sir,  fee  how  loud  this  Fellow  ly'd, 

Amin.  You  that  can  know  to  wrong,  fhould  know  how  M 
Muft  right  themfelves:  Whit  Punifhment  is  due 
From  me  to  him  that  ibail  abufe  my  Bed  / 

It  is  not  Death;  nor  can  that  fatisfie, 

Unlefs  l fend  your  Liv?s  through  all  the  Land, 

To  fhew  how  nobly  1 have  freed  my  felf. 

King.  Draw  not  thy  Sword,  thou  know’ft  f cannot  fear 
A Subje&’s  Hand;  but  thou  fhalt  feel  the  weight 
Of  this,  if  thou  doft  rage.  Amin  The  weight  of  that  ? 

If  you  have  any  worth,  for  Heav’m  fake  think 
I fear  not  Swords*  for  as  you  are  mecr  Man, 

I dare  as  eafily  kill  you  for  this  Deed, 

As  you  dare  think  to  do  it : but  there  is 
Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead 
My  riling  Paflions;  as  you  are  my  K:ng, 

I fall  before  you,  and  prefent  my  Sword 
To  cut  mine  own  Fldh,  if  it  be  your  will. 

Alas ! I’m  nothing  but  a multitude 
Of  walking  Griefs;  yet,  fhould  I murther  you, 

I might  before  the  World  take  the  excufe 
Of  Madnefs:  for  compare  my  Injuries, 

And  they  will  well  appear  too  fad  a weight 
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For  Reafon  to  endure  j but  fall  I firft 

Among  my  Sorrows,  e’er  my  treacherous  Hand 

Touch  holy  Tilings : But  why  ? i know  not  what 

1 have  to  fay*  why  did  you  chufe  out  me 

To  make  thus  wretched?  there  were  thoufand  Fools 

F,  :fie  to  woik  on,  and  of  Srate  enough,  within  the  ffiand. 

Evad.  I would  not  have  a Fool,  it  were  no  Credit  for  me. 
s tain.  Worfc  and  worfe! 

Thou  that  dar’ft  talk  unto  thy  Husband  thus, 

Proftfs  thy  felf  a Whore;  and  more  than  fo, 

R iblve  to  be  fo  ftill  $ it  is  my  Fate 
To  bear  and*  bow  beneath  a thoufand  Griefr, 

To  keep  that  little  Credit  with  the  World. 

But  there  were  wife  on<s  too,  you  might  have  ta’en 
Another.  King.  No}  for  l believe  thee  Honeft, 

As  thou  wert  Valiant.  Amin , All  the  Happixiefs 
Beftow’d  upon  me,  turns  into  Difgrace^ 

Cods  take  your  Honeft y again,  for  I v 

Am  leaden  with  it.  Good  my  Lord  the  King,  ‘ 

Be  private  in  it.  King.  Thou  may’ll  live,  Amintor^ 

Free  as  thy  King,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this, 

And  be  a means  that  we  may  meet  in  fecrer. 

Amin.  A Bawd!  hold  my  Breaft,  a bitter  Curfe 
Seize  me,  if  1 forget  not  ail  refpe&s 
That  are  Religious,  on  another  word 
Sounded  like  that,  and  through  a Sea  of  fins 
Will  wade  to  my  Revenge,  though  1 fhould  call 
Pains  here,  and  after  Life,  upon  my  Soul. 

King.  Well,  I am  refolute  you  lay  not  with  her,  r 

And  fo  leave  jrou.  [Exit  King, 

Evad.  You  muft  be  prating,  and  fee  what  follows. 

Amin.  Prithee  vex  me  nor. 

Leave  me,  lam  afraid  fome  fudden  ft  art 
Will  pull  a Murther  on  me. 

Evad.  1 tfm  gone  5 1 love  my  Life  well. 

Amin.  I hate  mine  as  much. 

This  ’tis  to  break  a Troth  *,  l fhould  be  glad 
If  all  this  tide  of  Griet  would  make  me  mad. 

Enter  IVklamiu*. 

Mel.  i’ll  know  the  Caufe  of  all  Amintor  s Griefs, 

Or  Friendship  ihall  be  idle. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  O Melantius , my  Daughter  will  die. 

Mel.  Truft  me,  1 amforry*,  vouid  thou  hadft  ta’en  her  Room. 
Cal . Thou  art  a Slave,  a Cut-throat  Slave,  a bjooay  treacherous 
Mel.  Take  heed  old  Man,  thou  wilt  be  heard  to  rave,  (Slave. 

And 
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And  lofe  thine  Offices.  Cal.  I am  valiant  grown 
At  all  thefe  Years,  and  thou  arc  but  a Slave. 

"Mel.  Leave,  iomc  Company  will  come,  and  I refpeft 
Thy  Years,  not  thee  fo  much,  that  l could  vifh 
To  laugh  at  thee  alone. 

Cal  Pii  fpoil  your  Mirth,  I mean  to  fight  with  theej 
There  lie  my  Cloak,  this  was  my  Father’s  Sword, 

And  he  durft  fight , are  you  prepar’d  ? 

Mel.  Why?  wilt  thou  doat  thy  fclf  out  of  thy  Life?  Hence 
get  thee  to  bed,  have  careful  looking  to,  and  eat  warm  things, 
and  trouble  not  mc^  my  Head  is  full  of  Thoughts  more  weighty 
than  thy  Life  or  Death  can  be. 

Cal . You  have  a Name  in  War,  when  you  fund  fafe 
Amongft  a multitude  j but  I will  try 
What  you  dare  do  unto  a weak  old  Man 
In  fingle  fight  j you’ll  ground,  lfear:  Come,  draw. 

Mel.  1 will  not  draw,  unkfs  thou  pull’ft  thy  Death 
Upon  thee  with  a ftroke*  there’s  no  one  blow 
That  thou  canft  give,  hath  llrength  enough  to  kill  me. 

Tempt  me  not  fo  far  then*,  the  Pow’r  of  Earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee.  Cal . 1 mull  let  him  alone. 

He’s  ftout  and  able  •,  and  to  fay  the  Truth, 

However  1 may  fet  a Face,  and  talk, 

1 am  not  valiant:  When  I was  a Youth, 

1 kept  my  credit  with  a telly  trick  I had, 

Among  Coward?,  but  durft  never  fight. 

Mel  1 will  not  promife  to  preterve  ycur  Life  if  you  do  flay. 

Cal  I would  give  half  my  Land  that  I dm  ft  fight  with  th«.t 
proud  Man  a little:  If  1 fyad  Men  to  hold,  l would  beat  him,  till 
he  ask  me  Mercy. 

Mel.  Sir,  will  you  be  gone? 

Cal.  I dare  not  itay,  but  I will  go  home  and  beat  my  Servants 
all  over  for  this.  \ [Exit  Caiianax. 

Mel.  This  old  Fellow  haunrs  me, 

But  the  diftrafted  carriage  of  mine  Jtnintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me,  1 will  find  the  Gaufe; 

I fear  his  Confcience  crie?,  he  wrong’d  dfpatia. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  Mens  Eyes  are  not  fo  fubtle  to  perceive 
My  inward  Miferyj  1 bear  my  Grief 
Hid  from  the  World  $ how  art  thou  wretched  then? 

For  ought  I know  all  Husbands  are  like  me  $ 

And  every  one  f talk  with  of  his  Wife, 

Is  but  a well  Diflembler  of  his  Woes 

As  1 am:  Would  1 knew  it,  for  the  rarenefs  affi  &s  me  now. 

Mel  Amintor , we  have  not  enjoy’d  our  Friendfhip  of  latei 
For  we  wertwont  to  charge  cur  Souls  in  talk.  A&in. 
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Amin.  Me! tin  tins } I can  tell  thcc  a good  Jtft  of  Strato  and  a 
Lady  the  lalt  cay.  Mel.  How  was’t? 

Amin.  Why  fuch  an  odd  one. 

Mel.  I have  long'd  to  fpeak  with  you,  not  of  an  idle  J eft  that’s 
forc’d,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound  to  utter  to  me. 

Amin.  What  is  that,  my  Friend? 

Mel . 1 have  obferv’d  your  Words  fall  from  your  Tongue 
Wildly;  and  all  your  Carriage, 

Like  one  that  ftrove  to  fhew  his  merry  mood, 

When  he  were  ill  difpos’d:  You  were  not  wont 
To  put  fuch  fcorn  into  your  Speech,  or  wear 
Ut  cn  your  Face  ridiculous  jollity: 

Some  Sadnefs  fits  here,  which  your  Cunning  wou’d 
Cover  e’er  with  Smiles,  and  ’twill  not  be.  What  is  it? 

Amin.  A Sadnefs  here  f what  Caufe 
Can  Fate  provide  for  me,  to  make  me  fo  ? 

Am  1 not  lov’d  through  all  this  Ifle?  the  King 
Rains  Greatnefs  on  me:  Have  I not  receiv’d 
A Lady  to  my  Bed,  that  in  her  Eye 
Keeps  mounting  Fire,  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 
Inevitable  Colour,  in  her  Heart 
A Prifon  for  all  Virtue  ? Are  n©t  you, 

Which  is  above  all  Joys,  ray  conftant  Friend? 

What  Sadnefs  can  V have?  no,  I am  light, 

And  feel,  the  couries  of  my  Blood  more  warm 
And  flirring  than  they  were*  faith  marry  too, 

And  you  will  fed  fo  unexpreft  a Joy 
In  chad  Embraces,  that  you  will  indeed  appear  another. 

Mel  You  may  fiiape,  Amintor , 

Cnufes  to  cozen  the  whole  World  withal, 

And  your  felf  to©;  but  ’tis  not  like  a Friend 
To  hide  your  Soul  from  me  ; ’tis  not  your  Nature 
To  be  thus  idle*  I have  feen  you  Hand 
As  you  were  blafted*  midft  of  all  your  Mirth, 

Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  ftart*  feigning  Joy 
So  coldly:  World!  What  do  I here?  a Friend 
Is  nothing,  Heav’n!  1 would  ha’  told  that  Man, 

My  fecret  Sins;  I’ll  fearefc  an  unknown  Land, 

And  there  plant  Friendfiiip,  all  is  wither’d  here  \ 

Come  with  a complement-,  I wou’d  have  fought 
Or  told  my  Friend  he  ly’d,  e'er  Tooth’d  him  fo* 

Out  of  my  Bofom.  Amin.  But  there  is  nothing. 

Mel . Worfe  and  worfe*  fare  we]* 

From  this  time  have  Acquaintance,  but  no  Friend. 

Amin . Melantins , flay,  you  fhall  know  what  that  is. 

Mel  Sec  how  you  play’d  with  Friendfhip*  be  advis'd 
How  yeu  give  caufc  unto  your  fell  to  fay, 
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You  ha*  loft  a Friend.  Amin . Forgive  what  I have  done  - 
For  l am  fo  o’er-gone  with  Injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I lofe  Confideration 

Of  what  I ought  to  do oh oh. 

Mel.  Do  not  weep  ) what  is’t  ? 

May  I once  but  know  the  Man 
Hath  turn’d  my  Friend  thus  ? 

Amin . I had  fpoke  at  firft,  but  that Mel  But  what  ? 

Amin . I held  it  naofl  unfit 
For  you  to  know,  faith  do  not  know  it  yet. 

Mel  Thou  feed  my  Love,  that  will  keep  company 
With  thee  in  Tears j hide  nothing  then  from  me* 

For  when  I know  the  caufe  of  thy  Diftcmper, 

With  mine  own  Armour  I’ll  adorn  my  felf, 

My  Refolution,  and  cut  through  thy  Foes, 

Unto  thy  Quiet,  till  I place  thy  Heart 
As  peaceable  as  fpotlefs  Innocence.  What  is  it? 

Amin.  Why,  ’tis  this it  is  too  big 

To  get  out,  let  my  Tears  make  way  awhile. 

Mel  Punilh  me  ftrangely  Heav’n,  if  he  efcape 
Of  Life  or  Fame,  that  brought  this  Youth  to  this. 

Amm*  Your  Siller.  Mel  Wellfaid. 

Amin.  You’ll  wilht  it  unknown,  when  you  have  heard  it. 

Mel  No.  Amin  Is  much  to  blame, 

And  to  the  Kir  g has  giv’n  her  Honour  up, 

And  lives  in  Whoredom  with  him.  Mel  How,  this! 

Thou  art  run  mad  with  Injury  indeed, 

Thou  cou’dit  not  utter  this  elfe*,  fpeak  again, 

For  I forgive  it  freely  j tell  thy  Griefs. 

Amin.  She’s  wanton  $ 1 am  loth  to  fay  a Whore, 

Though  it  be  true. 

Mel  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  Anger  grow 
Up,  beyond  throwing  down ; what  are  thy  Griefs  t 
Amin.  By  all  our  Fricndfhip,  thefe. 

Mel  What?  am  I tame  ? 

After  mine  A&ions,  (hall  the  name  of  Friend 
Blot  all  our  Family,  and  ftrike  the  brand 
Of  Whore  upon  my  Siller,  unreveng’d  l 
My  {baking  Flelb  be  thou  a Witnefs  for  me, 

With  what  unwillingncfs  I go  to  fcourge 
This  Rayler,  whom  my  Folly  hath  call’d  Friend  % 

I will  not  take  thee  bafely;  thy  Sword 

Hangs  near  thy  Hand,  draw  it,  that  I may  whip 

Thy  Ralhnefs  to  Repentance.  Draw  thy  Sword. 

Amin.  Not  on  thee,  did  thine  Anger  fwell  as  high 
As  the  wild  Surges  * thou  Ihouldft  do  me  Eafe 

E Here 
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Here,  and  Eternally,  if  thy  noble  Hand 
YVou’d  cut  me  from  my  Sorrows. 

Mel  This  is  bafe  and  fearful  I they  that  ufe  to  utter  Lies 
Provide  not  Blows,  but  Words  to  qualifie 
The  Men  they  wrong’d  ; thou  haft  a guilty  Caufe. 

Amin.  Thou  plcafeft  me;  for  fo  much  more  like  this 
Will  raife  my  Anger  up  above  my  Griefs, 

YV  hich  is  a Faffion  eafier  to  be  born. 

And  1 fhall  then  be  happy. 

Mel.  Take  then  more  to  raife  thine  Anger.  ’Tis  meer 
Cowardice  makes  thee  not  draw  5 and  I will  leave  thee  dead 
However ; bat  if  thou  art  fo  much  preft 
With  Guilt  and  Fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 

Til  make  thy  Memory  loath’d,  and  fix  a Scandal 
Upon  thy  Name  for  ever.  Amin.  Then  I draw, 

As  juftly  as  our  Magiftrates  their  Swords, 

To  cut  Offenders  off*  l knew  before 

would  grate  your  Ears*  but  it  was  bafe  in  you 
To  urge  a weighty  Secret  from  your  Friend, 

And  then  rage  at  it j I (hall  be  at  cafe 
If  I be  kilt’d  *,  and  if  you  fall  by  me, 

I fhall  not  long  out-live  you.  Mel.  Stay  a whiled 
The  name  of  Friend  is  more  than  Family, 

Or  all  the  World  bdidesj  1 was  a Fool. 

Thou  fearching  human  Nature,  that  didft  awake 
To  do  me  wrong,  thou  art  inquifitive, 

And  thrufts  me  upon  Queftions  that  will  take 
My  Sleep  away;  would  I had  dy’d,  e’er  known 
This  fad  Dilhonour.  Pardon  me  my  Friend  j 
If  thou  wilt  ftrike,  here  is  a faithful  Heart, 

Pierce  it,  for  I will  never  heave  my  Hand 
To  thine ^ behold  the  Pow’r  thou  haft  in  me! 

I do  believe  my  Sifter  is  a Whore, 

A Leprous  one ; put  up  thy  Sword,  young  Man. 

Amin.  How  fhou’d  1 bear  it  then,  fhe  being  fo? 

I fear,  my  Friend,  that  you  will  lofe  me  fhortlyj 
And  1 fhall  do  a foul  A6t  on  my  felf 
Through  th  efe  Difgraccs.  Mel.  Better  half  the  Land 
Were  buried  quick  together  j no,  Amintor , 

Thou  fha.lt  have  Eafe:  O this  Adult’rous  King 
That  drew  her  to’t!  where  got  he  the  Spirit 
To  wrong  me  fo  ? Amin . What  is  k then  to  me, 

If  it  be  wrong  to  you! 

Mel.  Why,  not  fo  much : The  credit  of  our  Houfc 

Is  thrown  away  *, 

But  from  his  Iron  Den  I’ll  waken  Death,  * 
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And  hurl  him  on  this  King}  my  Honefty 
Shall  ftcel  my  Sword,  and  on  its  horrid  Point 
I’ll  wear  my  Caufe,  that  (hall  amaze  the  Eyes 
Of  this  proud  Man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  on. 

Amin.  I have  quite  undone  my  Fame. 

Mel.  Dry  up  thy  watry  Eyes, 

And  caft  a manly  Look  upon  my  Face * 

For  nothing  is  fo  wild  as  I thy  Friend, 

Till  I have  freed  thee : ftill  this  fwelling  Bread  j 
I go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  ceafc 
My  Vengeance,  till  1 find  my  Heart  at  Peace. 

Amin . It  mufi  not  be  fo}  ftay,  mine  Eyes  wou’d  tell 
How  loth  I am  to  this } but  Love  and  Tears 
Leave  me  a while,  for  I have  hazarded 
All  this  World  calls  happy*,  thou  haft  wrought 
A Secret  from  me  under  name  of  Friend, 

Which  Art  could  ne’er  have  found,  nor  Torture  wrung 
From  out  my  Bofom  *,  give  it  me  again. 

For  I will  find  it,  whei  efoe’er  it  lies  hid 

In  the  mortarft  part*  invent  a way  to  give  it  back. 

Mel . Why  wou’d  you  have  it  back  ? 

I will  to  Death  purfue  him  with  Revenge. 

Amin . Therefore  1 call  it  back  from  thee}  for  I know 
Thv  Blood  fo  high,  that  thou  wilt  ftir  in  this, 

And  fhame  me  to  Pofteiity: 

Take  to  thy  Weapon. 

Mel  Hear  thy  Friend,  that  bears  more  Years  than  thou. 

Amin . 1 will  not  hear:  but  draw,  or  1 Mel.  Amintor. 

Amin . Draw  then,  for  I am  full  as  refoluie 
As  Fume  and  Honour  can  inforce  me  be  *, 

1 cannot  linger,  draw.  Mel.  I do but  is  not 

My  fhare  of  Credit  equal  with  thine,  if  I do  ftir? 

Amm.  No;  for  it  will  be  call’d 
Honour  in  thee  to  fpill  thy  Sifter’s  Blood, 

If  fhe  her  Birth  abufe,  and  on  the  King 
A brave  Revenge  : but  on  me  that  have  walkt 
With  Patience  in  it,  it  will  fix  the  Name 
Of  fearful  Cuckold O that  Word  ! be  quick. 

Mel.  Then  join  with  me. 

Amin.  I dare  not  do  a Sin,  or  elfe  I would : Be  fpeedy. 

Mel.  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me,  for  that’s  a Sin.  ’ 
His  Grief  diftra£b  him*,  call  thy  Thoughts  again, 

And  to  thy  felf  pronounce  the  Name  of  Friend, 

And  fee  what  that  will  work ; I will  not  fight, 
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Amin.  You  muft. 

Mel.  I will  be  kill’d  firft,  though  my  Paflions 
Offer’d  the  like  to  you*  ’tis  not  this  Earth 
Shall  buy  my  Reafon  to  it}  think  a while. 

For  you  are  (l  muft  weep  when  I fpeak  that,) 

Almoft  befides  your  felf.  Amin . Oh  my  foft  Temper* 

So  many  fweet  Words  from  thy  Sifter’s  Mouth, 

I am  afraid  would  make  me  take  her 
To  embrace,  and  pardon  her.  I am  mad  indeed, 

And  know  not  what  l do>  yet  have  a Care 
Of  me,  in  what  thou  doeft. 

Mel.  Why  thinks  my  Friend  I will  forget  his  Honour,  or  to  fave 
The  Bravery  of  our  Houfe,  will  iofc  his  Fame, 

And  fear  to  touch  the  Throne  of  Majefty  ? 

Amin.  A Curfc  will  follow  that,  but  rather  live 
And  fuffer  with  me. 

Mel.  I will  do  what  Worth  fliall  bid  me,  and  no  more. 

Amin.  Faith  I am  lick,  and  defp’rately  I hope, 

Yet  leaning  thus,  I feel  a kind  of  Eafe. 

Mel.  Come  take  again  your  Mirth  about  you. 

Amin.  I lhall  never  do’t. 

Mel.  I warrant  you,  look  up,  we’ll  walk  together, 

Put  thine  Arm  here,  all  fhall  be  well  again. 

Amin  Thy  Love,  O wretched,  I thy  Love,  Melantius  \ why, 

I have  nothing  cife. 

Mel . Be  merry  then.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Melantius  again. 

Mel.  This  worthy  Young  Man  may  do  Violence 
Upon  himfelf,  but  1 have  cherifht  him 
To  my  beft  Pow’r,  and  fent  him  fmiling  from  me 
To  counterfeit  again.  Sword  hold  thine  Edge, 

My  Heart  will  never  fail  me.  Dipbilus> 

Thy  corn’ll  as  fenr. 

Enter  Diphilus. 

Diph.  Yonder  has  been  fuch  laughing. 

Mel.  Betwixt  whom? 

Dipb.  Why,  our  Sifter  and  the  King, 

I thought  their  Spleens  would  break. 

Thy  laught  us  all  out  of  the  Room. 

Mel.  They  muft  weep,  Dipbilus.  Dipb . Muft  they  ? 

Mel . They  muft:  Thou  art  my  Brother,  and  if  1 did  believe 
Thou  hadft  a bale  Thought,  1 would  ripe  it  out. 

Lie  where  it  durft, 

Dipb.  You  fhould  not,  I would  firft  mangle  my  felf  and  find  it. 

Mel.  That  was  fpoke  according  to  our  Strain ; 

Come  join  thy  Hands  to  mine, 
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And  fwcar  a Firmnefe  to  what  Proje&  I (hull  lay  before  thee. 

Difb.  You  do  wrong  us  both; 

People  hereafter  dull  not  fay  there  pafs’d 
A Bond  more  than  our  Loves,  to  tie  our  Lives 
And  Deaths  together. 

Mel.  It  is  as  nobly  faid  as  I would  wifti ; 

Anon  I'll  tell  you  Wondcis;  we  arc  wrong’d. 

Difb.  But  I will  tell  you  now,  we  11  right  our  fclves. 

Mel.  Stay  not,  prepare  the  Armour  in  my  Houie  ; 

And  what  Friends  you  can  draw  unto  our  Side, 

Not  knowing  of  the  Caufe,  make  ready  too* 

Halle  Dipbi;usy  the  Time  requires  it,  hade.  [Exit  Diphilus, 

I hope  my  Caufe  is  jud,  I know  my  Blood 
Tells  me  it  is,  and  1 will  credit  it. 

To  take  Revenge,  and  lofe  my  felf  withal, 

Were  idle;  and  to  fcape  impoflible, 

Without  I had  the  Fort,  which  Mifery 
Remaining  the  Hands  of  my  Old  Enemy 
Calianax , but  I muft  have  it.  See 

Enter  Calianax. 

Where  he  comes  fhaking  by  me:  Good  my  Lord, 

Forget  your  Spleen  to  me,  1 never  wrong’d  you. 

But  would  have  Peace  with  cv’ry  Man.  Cal.  ’ Pis  well  ; 

If  I durft  fight,  your-Tongue  would  lie  at  quiet. 

Mel.  You’re  touchy  without  all  Caufe. 

Cal . Do,  mock  me. 

Mel . By  mine  Honour  I fpeak  Truth. 

Cal.  Honour?  where  is’t  ? 

Mel  See  what  darts  you  make  into  your  hatred  to  my  Love  and 

Freedom  to  you.—  ■■  — 

1 come  with  Refolution  to  obtain  a Suit  of  you. 

Cal . A Suit  of  me ! 'tis  very  like  it  fhould  be  granted,  Sir. 

Mel . Nay,  go  not  hence; 

’Tis  this;  you  have ‘the  keeping  of  the  Fort, 

And  1 would  wifh  you,  by  the  Love  you  ought 
To  bear  unto  me,  to  deliver  it  into  my  Hands. 

Cal.  I am  in  hope  that  thou  art  mad,  to  talk  to  me  thus. 

Mel.  But  there  is  a Rcafon  to  move  you  to  ir. 

I would  kill  the  King,  that  wrong’d  you  and  your  Daughter. 

Cal . Out  Traitor  ! 

Mel . Nay  but  day  ; I cannot  fcape,  the  Deed  once  done. 
Without  I have  this  Fort. 

CaL  And  fhould  1 help  thee?  now  thy  Treacherous 
Mind  betrays  it  felf.  Mel  Come,  delay  me  nor ; 

Give  me  a fudden  Anfwer,  or  already 
Thy  lad  is  fpoke;  refufc  not  offer’d  Love, 

When  it  comes  clad  in  Secrets.  * fo/. 
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Cal.  IF  I fay  I will  nor,  he  will  kill  me,  I do  fee’t  Writ 
In  his  Looks}  and  fhould  1 fay  I will,  he’ll  run  and  tell  the  King.' 
I do  not  fhune  your  Friendfhip,  dear  Melantius , % 

But  this  Caufe  is  weighty,  give  me  but  an  Hour  to  think. 

Mel  Take  it 1 know  this  goes  unto  the  King, 

But  I am  Arm’d.  [Ex.  Melant; 

Cal.  Methinks  I feel  my  felf 
But  twenty  now  again}  this  fighting  Fool 
Wants  Policy  } 1 fhall  revenge  my  Girl,  ^ 

And  make  her  red  again}  l pray,  my  Legs 
Will  laft  that  Pace  that  will  carry  them, 
l fix  all  want  Breath  before  I find  the  King. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Melantius,  Evadne,  and  a Lady . 

Mel . QAve  you. 

Evad . Save  you,  fweet  Brother. 

Mel.  In  my  blunt  Eye  methinks  you  look,  Evadne . 

Evad.  Come,  you  would  make  me  Blufii. 

Mel.  I would  Evadne , I fhall  difpleafe  my  ends  elfe. 

Evad . You  fhall,  if  you  command  me  •,  I am  bafhful; 

Come  Sir,  how  do  I look? 

Mel  l would  not  have  your  Women  hear  me 
Break  into  Commendation  of  you,  ’cis  not  feemly. 

Evad.  Go  wait  me  in  the  Gallery .-Now  fpeak. 

Mel  I’Jl  lock  the  Door  firft.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Evad.  Why? 

Mel  I will  not  have  your  gilded  Things  that  dance 
Choke  up  my  Bufinefe 
In  Vifitation  with  their  Mtllan  Skins. 

Evad.  You  are  flrangely  difpos’d,  Sir. 

Mel  Good  Madam,  not  to  make  you  merry. 

Evad.  No,  if  you  praife  me,  ’twill  make  me  fad. 

Mel.  Such  a fad  Commendation  I have  for  you; 

Evad.  Brother,  the  Court  hath  made  you  witty, 

And  learn  to  Riddle. 

Mel.  I praife  the  Court  forV,  has  it  iearn’d  you  nothing? 

Evad . Me? 

Mel  Ay,  Evadne , thou  art  young  and  handfom, 

A Lady  of  a fweet  Complexion, 

And  fuch  a flowing  Carriage,  that  it  cannot 

Chufe  but  inflame  9.  Kingdom.  Evad.  Gentle  Brother! 

Mel  ’Tis  yet  in  thy  Remembrance,  foolifh  Woman, 

To 
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To  make  me  gentle.  Evad.  How  is  this  ? 

Mel.  Tis  bate. 

And  1 could  blufh  at  thefe  Years,  thorough  all 
My  honour’d  Scars,  to  come  to  fuch  a Pa»Iy. 

Evad.  I underftand  you  net.  Mel.  You  dare  not,  Fool ; 
They  that  commit  thy  Faults,  fly  the  Remembrance. 

Evad.  My  Faults,  Sir!  1 would  have  you  know  1 care  not 
If  they  were  written  here,  here  in  my  Forehead. 

Mel.  Thy  Body  is  too  little  for  the  Story, 

The  Lufts  of  which  would  fill  another  Woman, 

Though  fhe  had  Twins  within  her.  Evad  ’This  is  faucy 
Look  you  intrude  no  more,  there  lies  your  Way. 

Mel.  Thou  art  my  Way,  and  I will  tread  upon  thee, 

’Till  i find  Truth  out. 

Evad.  What  Truth  is  that  you  look  for? 

Mel . Thy  long-loft  Honour:  would  the  Gods  had  fent  me 
One  of  their  loudeft  Bolts  j come  tell  me  quickly, 

Do  it  without  Enforcement,  and  take  heed 
You  fwell  me  not  above  my  Temper. 

Evad.  How  Sir?  where  got  you  this  Report  ? 

Mel  Where  there  were  People  in  every  Place. 

Evad.  They  and  the  Seconds  of  it  are  bafe  People  ; 

Believe  them  not,  they  lyed. 

Alel.  Do  not  play  with  mine  Anger,  do  not  Wretch, 

I come  to  know  that  defperate  Fool  that  drew  thee 
From  thy  fair  Life  ; be  wife,  and  lay  him  open. 

Evad.  Unhand  me,  and  learn  Manners } fuch  another 
Forgetfulnefs  forfeits  your  Life. 

Mel.  Quench  me  this  mighty  Humour,  and  then  tell  me 
Whofe  Whore  you  are,  for  you  are  one,  I know  it. 

Let  all  mine  Honours  perifli  but  I’ll  find  him, 

Though  he  lie  loekt  up  in  thy  Blood , be  fudden  \ 

There  is  no  facing  it,  and  be  not  flattered; 

The  burnt  Air,  when  the  Dog  reigns,  is  not  fouler 
Than  thy  contagious  Name,  ’cill  thy  Repentance 
(If  the  Gods  grant  thee  any)  purge  thy  Sicknefs. 

Evad.  Be  gone,  you  are  my  Brother,  that’s  your  Safety. 
'Mel.  Ill  be  a Wolf  firft;  ’tis  to  be  thy  Brother 
An  Infamy  below  the  Sin  of  a Coward  : 

I am  as  far  from  being  Part  of  thee, 

As  thou  art  from  thy  Virtue  : Seek  a Kindred 
’Mongft  fenfual  Beafts,  and  make  a Goat  thy  Brother, 

A Goat  is  cooler.  Will  you  tell  me  yet! 

Evad.  If  you  flay  here  and  rail  thus,  I fliall  tell  you, 

I’ll  ha’  you  whipt ; get  you  to  your  Command, 

And  there  preach  to  your  Sentinels, 
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AnJ  tell  them  what  a brave  Man  you  are  j I (hall  laugh  at  you.' 

Mel.  You’re  grown  a glorious  Whore;  where  be  your 
Fighters  ? what  mortal  Fool  durft  raife  thee  to  this  dariDg, 

And  l alive?  by  my  juft  Sword,  h’ad  fafer 

Beftride  a Billow  when  the  angry  North 

Plows  up  the  Sea,  or  made  Heav’ns  Fire  his  Focd: 

Work  me  no  higher;  will  you  difeover  yet? 

Lvad.  The  Feilow’s  mad;  flecp,  and  fpeak  Senfe. 

Mel  Force  my  fwoll’n  Heart  no  further  ; I would  fave  thee  ; 
Your  great  Maintained  are  not  here,  they  dare  not, 

Would  they  were  all,  and  arm’d,  1 would  fpeak  loud; 

Here’s  one  ihould  thunder  to  ’em:  will  you  tell  me  ? 

Thou  haft  no  hope  to  fcape;  he  that  dares  moft, 

And  damn*  away  his  Soul  to  do  thee  Service, 

Will  fooner  fetch  meat  from  a hungry  Lion, 

Than  come  to  refeue  thee;  thou  haft  Death  about  thee: 

He  has  undone  thine  Honour,  poyfon'd  thy  Virtue, 

And,  of  a lovely  Rofe,  left  thee  a Canker. 

Evad.  Let  me  confider.  Mel.  Do,  whofe  Child  thou  wert, 
Whofe  Honour  thou  haft  murder’d,  whofe  Grave  open’d. 

And  fo  pull’d  on  the  Gods,  that  in  their  Juftice 
They  muft  reftore  him  Flefti  again  and  Life* 

And  raife  his  dry  Bones  to  revenge  his  Scandal. 

Evad.  The  Gods  are  not  of  my  mind;  they  had  better  let  ’em 
lie  fweet  ftill  in  the  Earth  ; they’ll  ftmk  here. 

Mel.  Do  you  raife  Mirth  out  of  my  Eafinels? 

Forfake  me  then  all  weaknefles  of  Nature, 

That  make  Men  Women:  Speak  you  Whore,  fpeak  truth, 

Or  by  the  dear  Soul  of  thy  fleeping  Father, 

This  Sword  (hall  be  thy  Lover:  tell,  or  I’ll  kill  thee: 

And  when  thou  haft  told  all,  thou  wilt  delerve  it. 

Evad.  You  will  not  murder  me ! 

Mel.  No,  ’cis  a Juftice,  and  a Noble  one. 

To  put  the  Light  out  of  fuch  bafe  Offenders. 

Evad.  Help  ! 

Mel.  By  thy  foul  felf,  no  Human  Help  fhall  help  thee, 

If  thou  crieft;  when  1 have  kill’d  rhee,  as  I have 
Vow’d  to  do,  if  thou  confefs  not,  naked  as  thou  haft  left 
Thine  Honour,  will  1 leave  thee, 

That  on  thy  branded  Flefh  the  World  may  read 

Thy  black  Shame,  and  my  Juftice.  Wilt  thou  bend  yet? 

Evad.  Yes.  Mel.  Up  and  begin  your  Story. 

Evad.  Oh  I am  miferable. 

Mel.  ’Tis  true,  thou  art;  fpeak  Truth  ftill. 

Evad.  I have  offended,  Noble  Sir:  forgive  me. 

Mel.  With  what  fecure  Slave?  Evad . Do  not  ask  me,  Sir. 

Mine 
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Mine  own  Remembrance  is  a Mifery  too  mighty  for  me. 

Mel.  Do  n t fall  back  again*  my  Sword's  uflihcuh’d  yet, 

Evad.  What  (hail  l do? 

Mel  Be  true,  and  make  your  Fault  Icfs. 

Evad.  I dare  not  tell. 

Mel  Tell,  or  I’ll  be  this  Day  a killing  thee. 

Evad.  Will  you  forgive  me  then  ? 

Mel.  Stay,  I muft  ask  mine  Honour  firft,  I have  too  much 
foolifh  Nature  in  me,  fpeak.  Evad.  Is  there  none  elfe  here? 

Mel  None  but  a fearful  Confciencc,  that’s  too  many. 

Who  is’t  ? Evad.  O hear  me  gently*  it  was  the  King. 

Mel  No  more.  My  worthy  Father’s  and  my  Services 
Are  liberally  rewarded  ! King,  I thank  thee  : 

For  all  my  Dangers  and  my  Wounds,  thou  haft  paid  me 
In  my  own  Metal  : Thefc  are  Soldiers  thanks. 

How  long  have  you  liv’d  thus,  Evadne?  Evad.  Too  long. 

Mel  Too  late  you  find  it:  Can  you  be  forry? 

Evad.  Wou’d  1 were  half  as  blamelefs. 

Mel  Evadne 7 thou  wilt  to  thy  Trade  again. 

Evad.  Firft  to  my  Grave. 

Mel  Wou’d  Gods  th’hadft  been  fo  bleft  : 

Doft  thou  not  hate  this  King  now?  prethee  hate  him, 

Cou’dft  thou  not  curfehim  ? I command  thee  curfc  him, 

Curie  till  the  Gods  hear,  and  deliver  him 
To  thy  juft  Wifhes-,  yet  I fear,  Evadne , 

You  had  rather  play  your  Game  out. 

Evad.  No,  I (eel  too  many  fad  Confufions  here 
To  let  in  any  loofe  Flame  hereafter. 

Mel  Doft  thou  not  feeUmong  all  thofe  one  brave  Anger, 

That  breaks  out  nfebly,  and  dire&s  thine  Arm 
To  kill  this  bafe  King  ? 

Evad.  All  the  Gods  forbid  it. 

Mel . No,  all  the  Gods  require  it,  they  are  diflionour’d  in  him. 
Evad.  ’Tis  too  fearful. 

Mel  You’re  valiant  in  his  Bed,  and  bold  enough 
To  be  a fhle  Whore,  and  have  your  Madam’s  Name 
Difcourfe  for  Grooms  and  Pages,  and  hereafter, 

When  his  cool  Majefty  hath  laid  you  by, 

To  be  at  Penfion  with  fome  needy  Sir 

For  Meat  and  courfer  Clothes,  thus  far  you  know  no  fear. 

Come,  you  fhall  kill  him.  Evad.  Good  Sir! 

Mel.  And  ’twere  to  kifs  him  Dead,  thou’dft  fmothcr  him 
Be  wife  and  kill  him  : Canft  thou  live,  and  know 
AYhat  noble  Minds  fliall  make  thee  fee  thy  felf 
Found  out  with  ev’ry  Finger,  made  the  Shame 
Of  all  Succdlion?,  and  in  this  great  Ruin 
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Thy  Brother  and  thy  noble  Husband  broken? 

Thou  lhalt  not  live  thus } kneel,  and  fwcar  to  help  me 
When  1 fhall  call  thee  to  it,  or  by  all 
Holy  in  Heav’n  and  Earth,  thou  {halt  not  live 
To  breath  a full  hour  longer,  not  a Thought: 

Come  ’tis  a righteous  Oath  5 give  me  thy  Hand, 

And  both  to  HeavVheld  up,  (wear  by  that  Wealth 
This  luftful  Thief  ftole  from  thee,  when  l fay  it, 

To  let  his  foul  Soul  out,  Evad . Here  1 fwcar  ir,  j 

And  all  you  Spirits  of  abufed  Ladies 
Help  me  in  this  Performance. 

Mel . Enou  h$  th  s muft  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  l,  Evadne  ; not  to  your  Lord, 

Though  he  be  wife  and  noble,  and  a Fellow 
Dares  flep  as  fair  into  a worthy  A£lion  m 

As  the  moil  daring,  ay  as  far  as  Juftice. 

Ask  me  hot  why.  Farewel.  {Exit  Mel. 

Evad,  Would  I cou’d  fay  fo  to  my  black  Difgracc. 

Oh  where  have  I been  all  this  time!  how  friended, 

That  1 fhould  lofe  my  felf  thus  desperately,  * 

And  none  for  Pity  (hew  nu-  how  I wandred? 

There  is  not  in  the  compafs  of  the  Light 
A more  unhappy  Creature : Sure  I am  monflrous, 

For  1 have  done  tbofe  Follies,  thofe  mad  Mifchiefs, 

Wou'd  dare  a Woman.  O my  loaden  Soul, 

Be  not  fo  cruel  to  me,  choak  not  up 

Enter  Amintor. 

The  way  to  my  Repentance.  O my  Lord. 

Amin.  How  new  ? ^ 

Evad,  My  much  abufed  Lord  ! {Kneels; 

Amin.  This  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I do  not  kneel  to  live,  1 dare  not  hope  it; 

The  Wrongs  I did  are  greater;  look  upon  me. 

Though  1 appear  with  all  my  Faults.  Amin.  Stand  up* 

This  is  no  new  way  to  beget  more  Sorrow; 

Heav’n  knows  l have  too  many ; do  not  mock  mej 
Though  I am  tame  and  bred  up  with  my  wrongs. 

Which  are  my  Foffer-brothers,  I may  leap 
Like  a Hand-wolf  into  my  natural  Wildnefs, 

And  do  an  Outrage : pray  thee  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad.  My  whole  Life  is  fo  leprous,  it  infc&s 
All  my  Repentance:  I wou’d  buy  your  Pardon 
Though  at  the  highefl  fet,  even  with  my  Life: 

That  flight  Contrition,  that’s  no  Sacrifice 
For  what  I have  committed.  Amin.  Sure  I dafcle.* 

There  cannot  be  a Faith  in  that  foul  Woman 
That  knows  no  God  more  mighty  than  her  Mifchiefs 
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Thcu  doft  ftill  word,  dill  number  on  thy  Fkulr?, 

To  pjefs  my  poor  Heart  thus.  Can  I believe 
There’*  any  feed  of  Virtue  in  that  Woman 
Left  to  (hoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  Sin 
Known,  and  fo  known  as  thine  is,  O Evadne ! 

Wou’d  there  were  any  fafety  in  thy  Sex, 

That  1 might  put  a thoufand  Sorrows  off,  \ 

And  credit  thy  Repentance.  But  I muft  not  ; 

Thou  haft  broughe  me  to  the  dull  Calamity, 

To  that  ftrange  Misbelief  of  all  the  World, 

And  all  things  that  are  in  ir,  that  I fear 
I fhail  fall  like  a Tree,  and  find  my  Grave, 

Only  remembring  that  I grieve. 

Eva  A.  My  Lord, 

Give  me  your  Griefs:  You  are  an  Innocent, 

A Soul  a*  white  as  Heav’n;  let  not  my  Sins 
PeriiTt  your  noble  Yourh  : 1 do  not  fall  here 
To  ihadow  by  diffemb ling  with'Yny  Tears, 

As  all  f:y  W omen  can,  or  to  make  Iefs 
What  my  hot  Will  hath  done,  which  Heav’n  and  you 
Knows  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  from  Mens  remembrance ; no,  I do  not; 

I do  appear  the  fame,  the  fame  Evadne , 

Dreft  in  the  Shames  1 liv’d  in,  the  fame  Monfter. 

But  thefe  are  Names  of  Honour,  to  what  lam; 

I do  f retent  my  felf  the  foaleft  Creature, 

Moft  pois’nous,  dany/rous,  and  defpis’d  of  Men, 

Lerna  e’re  bred,  or  Nilus I am  Hell, 

’Till  you,  my  dear  Lord,  fhoot  your  light  into  me, 

The  beams  of  your  Forgivenefs:  l am  Soul-fick, 

And  wither  with  the  fear  of  one  condemn’d, 

’Till  I have  got  your  Pardon.  Amin.  Rife  "Evadne. 

Thofe  Heav’nly  Pow’rs  that  put  this  good  into  thee; 

Grant  a continuance  ©fit:  1 forgive  thee; 

M:.ke  thy  felf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed. 

Take  heed  Evadne  this  be  ferious ; 

Mock  not  the  Pow’rs  above,  that  can  and  dare 
Give  thee  a great  example  of  their  Juftice 
To  all  enfuing  Eyes,  if  thou  pi  ay  eft 
With  thy  Repentance,  the  beft  Sacrifice. 

Evad-  I have  done  nothing  good  to  win  belief. 

My  Li^e  hath  been  fo  faithlefs ; all  the  Creatures 
Maoe  for  Heav’ns  Honours  have  their  ends,  and  good  oner” 

All  but  the  coz  ning  Crocodiles , faife  Women; 

They  reign  here  like  thofe  blagues,  chofe  killing  Sores 
Men  pray  agaioft  ; and  when  they  die,  like  Tales 
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Ill  rold,  and  unbeliev’d*  they  pafs  away, 

And  go  to  Dull  forgorten:  But  my  Lord, 

Thofe  fhort  Days  I (hall  number  to  my  reft, 

(As  many  muft  not  fee  me)  fhal),  though  too  late, 

Though  in  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a Will, 

Since  I can  do  no  good  becaufe  a Woman, 

Reach  conftantly  ac  fomething  that  is  near  it.;  , 

1 will  redeem  one  Minute  cf  my  Age, 

Or  like  another  Niobe  1 11  weep 
’Till  I am  Water. 

Amin.  I am  now  diffolv’d  : 

My  frozen  Soul  melts : may  each  Sin  thou  had, 

Find  a new  Mercy:  Rife,  1 am  at  peace: 

Hadft  thau^cen  thus,  thus  excellently  good, 

Before  that  devil  King  tempted  thy  frailty, 

Sure  thou  hadft  made  i Star.  Give  me  thy  Hand; 

From  this  time  l will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  Honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amintor. 

When  we  meet  next,  I will  faiute  thee  fairly, 

And  pray  the  Gods  to  give  thee  happy  Days: 

My  Charity  fhail  go  along  with  thee, 

Though  ray  Embraces  mull  be  far  from  thee. 

I ihould  ha’  kill’d  thee,  but  this  fweet  Repentance 
Locks  up  my  Vengeance,  for  which  thus  I kifs  thee, 

The  laft  kifs  we  muft  take;  and  wou’d  to  Heav’n 
The  holy  Fried  that  gave  our  Hands  together, 

Had  giv’n  us  equal  Virtues.  Go  Evadne , 

The  Gods  thus  part  our  Bodies,  have  a careN 
My  Honour  falls  no  farther,  I am  well  then. 

EvaJ.  All  the  dear  Joys  here,  and  above  hereafter 
Crown  thy  fair  Soul.  Thus  I take  leave  my  Lord, 

And  never  {hall  you  fee  the  fcul  Evadne 

9 fill  {he  have  try'd  all  honour’d  means  that  may 

Set  her  in  reft,  and  wafti  her  Stains  away.  [Exeunt . 

Banquet.  Enter  King , Calianax.  Hautboys  flay  within* 

King.  I cannot  tell  how  I Ihcu’d  credit  this 
From  you  that  are  his  Enemy. 

Cal."  I am  fure  he  faid  it  to  me,  and  I'M  juftifie  it 
What  way  be  dares  oppofe*  but  with  my  Sword. 

King , But  did  he  break  without  all  circumftance 
To  you  his  Foe,  that  he  wou’d  have  the  Fort 
To  kill  me,  and  then  cfcape  I 

Cal.  If  he  deny  it,  I’ll  make  him  blulh. 

King.  It  founds  incredibly. 

Cal . Ay,  fo  does  every  thing  I fay  of  late. 

King . Not  fo  Calianax , Cal , Yes,  I fliou’d  fit  mute 
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Wjiilft  a Rogue  with  flrong  Arms  cuts  your  Throat. 

Ki vr.  Well,  l will  try  him,  and  if  this  be  true  • 

I’ll  pawn  my  Life  I’ll  find  it;  if’t  be  falfe. 

And  that  you  clothe  your  Hate  in  fuch  a Lie, 

You  (hall  hereafter  doat  in  your  own  Houfe, 

Not  in  the  Court* 

Cal.  Why  if  it  be  a Lie, 

Mine  Ears  arc  falfe  j for  I’ll  be  fworn  1 heard  it  ; 

Old  Men  are  good  for  nothing;  you  were  beft 
Put  me  to  Death  for  hearing,  and  free  him 
For  meaning  of  it*,  you  wou’d  ha’  truflcd  me 
Once,  but  the  time  is  alrered. 

King.  And  will ilili  where  I may  do,  with  Juflice  to  the  World.* 
You  have  no  witnefs.  Cal . Yes,  my  felf. 

King.  No  more  1 mean  there  were  that  heard  it. 

Cal.  How  no  more?  would  you  have  more?  why  am 
Not  I enough  to  hang  a thoufand  Rogues? 

King . But  fo  you  may  hang  honeft  Men  too  if  you  pleafe. 

Cal.  I may,  ’tis  like  1 will  do  fo*  there  arc  a hundred  will  fwcar 
it  for  a need  too,  if  I fay  it. 

King.  Such  Witncffes  we  need  not. 

Cal.  And  'tis  hard  if  my  Word  cannot  hanga  boyftercus  Knave. 

King.  Enough;  where’s  Strato?  Sty  a.  Sir  ! 

Enter  Strato. 

King.  Why  where’s  all  the  Company  ? call  Amintor  in. 

Evadne  % where’s  my  'Brother,  and  Melantius\ 

Bid  him  come  too,  and  Dbbilus \ call  all  [Exit  Strato. 

That  are  without  there.  If  he  Ihould  defire 

The  Combat  of  you,  ’tis  not  in  the  Pow’r 

Of  all  our  Laws  to  hinder  it,  unlefs  #e  mean  to  quit  ’em. 

Cal.  Why  if  you  do  think 
rTis  fit  an  old  Man  and  a Counfellor, 

To  fight  for  what  he  fays,  then  you  may  grant  it. 

Enter  Amintor,  Evadne,  Melantius,  Diphilus,  Lyfippus, 
Cleon,  Strato,  and  Diagoras. 

King.  Come  Sirs.  Amintor  thou  art  yet  a Bridegroom, 

And  1 will  ufe  thee  fo;  thou  fhalt  fit  down  j 
Evadne  fir,  and  you  Amintor  too  5 
This  Banquet  is  for  you,  S r:  Who  has  brought 
A merry  Tale  about  him,  to  raife  a laughter 
Amongit  cur  Wine  ? Why  Strata , where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  unfeafonably 
When  I defire  ’em  not. 

Stra . ’Tis  my  ill  luck  Sir,  fo  to  fpend  them  then. 

King.  Reach  me  a Bowl  of  Wine:  Melantius  7 thou  art  fid. 

Amin.  1 fhculd  be,  Sir,  the  merrieft  here, 
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B it  I ha’  ne’er  a Story  of  mine  own 

Worth  telling  at  this  time.  ~ -i* . •: 

King.  Give  me  the  Wine: 

MehnthiSy  l am  now  confidering 
How  cade  'twere  for  any  Man  we  truft 
To  poyfon  one  of  us  in  fuch  a Bowl- 

Mel  I think  it  were  not  hard  Sir,  for  a Knave. 

Cal.  Such  as  yxm  are. 

King.  T faith  'twere  eafie,  it  becomes  us  well 
To  get  plain  dealing  Men  about  our  felves. 

Such  as  you  all  are  here.  Amintor,  to  thee, 

And  to  thy  fair  Evadne . 

Mel.  Have  you  thought  of  this,  Calianax ? [Afide. 

Cal . Yes  marry  hare  I. 

Mel.  And  what's  your  Refolution? 

Cal.  Ye  (hall  have  it  foundly. 

King.  Reach  to  Amintor , Strato.  Amin . Here  my  Love, 

This  Wine  will  do  thee  wrong,  for  it  will  fet 

Bjufhes  upon  thy  Cheeks,  and  ’till  thou  doft  a Fault,  ’twere  Pity. 

King . Yet  I wonder  much 
Of  the  llrsnge  defperation  of  thefe  Men, 

That  dare  attempt  fuch  A£fcs  here  in  our  State; 

He  could  not  efcape  that  did  it. 

MeL  Were  he  known,  unpoflible. 

King  It  would  be  known,  Melantius . 

Mely  It  ought  to  be,  if  he  got  then  away 
He  muft  wear  all  our  Lives  upon  his  Sword, 

He  need  not  fly  the  Ifland,  he  mud  leave  no  one  alive. 

King.  No,  1 fhould  think  no  Man 
Cou’d  kill  me  and  fcape  clear,  but  that  old  Man. 

Cal . Butl!  Heiv’nblefs  me:  I,  fhould  I my  Liege? 

King.  I do  not  think  thou  wouldft,  but  yet  thou  raight’ft, 

For  thou  haft  in  thy  hands  the  means  to  ’fcape, 

By  keeping  of  the  Fore } he  has,  Melantius , and  he  has  kept  it  well* 
MeL  From  Cobwebs  Sir, 

’Tis  clean  fwept:  ! can  find  no  other  Art 
In  keeping  of  it  now,  ,’twas  ne’er  Befieg’d  fince  he  commanded* 
CaL  1 fhall  be  fu/e  of  your  good  Word, 

But  I have  kept  it  fa fe  from  fuch  as  you. 

Mel.  Keep  your  ill  temper  in,  I fpeak  no  Malice; 

Had  my  Brother  kept  it  1 ftiould  ha’  faid  as  much 
King.  You  are  not  merry.  Brother;  drink  Wine, 

Sit  you  all  ft  ill  ! Calianax , [AJide . 

I cannot  t*uft  thus:  1 have  thrown  out  Words 
That  would  have  fetch c warm  Blood  upon  the  Cheeks 
Of  guilty  Men,  and  he  is  never  mov’d,  he  knows  no  fuefa  thing. 

Cal. 
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Cal.  Impudence  may  feape,  whom  feeble  Virtue  is  accus’d. 
King  He  muft,  if  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  alteration 
At  this  our  whifper,  whilft  wc  point  at  him, 

You  fee  he  does  not.  Cal . Let  him  hang  himfclf, 

Wbar  care  \ what  he  does  5 this  he  did  fay. 

King  Melantius , you  cannot  cafily  conceive 
Whar  1 have  meant  5 for  Men  that  are  in  fault 
Can  lubtly  apprehend  when  others  aim 
At  what  they  do  amifs but  I forgive 
Freely  before  this  Man-,  Heav’n  do  fo  too: 

I will  not  touch  thee  fo  much  as  with  fiiamc 
Of  telling  it,  let  it  be  fo  no  more. 

Cal . Why  this  is  very  fine.  Mel.  I cannot  tell 
What  ’tis  you  mean,  but  1 am  apt  enough 
Rudely  to  thruft  into  an  ignorant  fault, 

But  let  me  know  it}  happily  ’tis  nought 
But  mifconftruttion,  and  where  I am  clear 
I will  not  take  forgivenefs  of  the  Gods,  much  lefs  of  you. 
King.  Nay  if  you  (land  fo  ftiff,  I lliall  call  back  my  Mercy. 
Mel . I want  fmoothnefs  to  thank  a Man 
For  pardoning  of  a Crime  1 never  knew. 

King.  Not  to  inftrud  your  Knowledge,  but  to  (hew  you 
My  Ears  are  every  where,  you  meant  to  kill  me, 

And  get  the  Fort  to  ’feape. 

Mel . Pardon  me  Sir)  my  bluntnefc  will  be  pardoned: 

You  prefer vc 

A race  of  idle  People  here  about  you, 

Eaters  and  Talkers,  to  defame  the  Worth 
Of  thofe  that  do  things  worthy.  The  Man  that  utter’d  this 
Had  perifht  without  Food,  be’t  who  it  will. 

But  for  this  Arm  that  fenc’d  him  from  the  Foe. 

And  if  I thought  you  gave  a Faith  to  this, 

The  plainnefs  of  my  Nature  would  fpeak  more ; 

Give  me  a Pardon  (for  you  ought  to  do’t) 

To  kill  him  that  fpake  this. 

Cal.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  of  all, 

Then  1 am  fairly  paid  for  all  my  care  and  fervice. 

Mel . That  old  Man  who  calls  me  Enemy,  and  of  whom  I 
f Though  1 will  never  match  my  hate  fo  low) 

Have  no  good  thoughr,  would  yet,  1 think,  excufe  me, 

And  fwear  he  thought  me  wrong’d  in  this. 

Cal.  Who  I,  thou  fhamelefs  Fellow  ! 

Difl:  thou  not  (peak  to  me  of  it  thy  felf? 

Mel . O then  it  came  from  him. 

Cal.  From  me/  who  fhoulcTit  come  from,  but  from  me? 

Mel . Nay,  I believe  your  Malice  is  enough, 
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But  I hs’  loft  my  Anger.  Sir,  I hope  you  are  well  fatisfied. 

King.  Lifipfus , chcar  Anmitor  and  his  Lady  ; there’s  no  found 
Comes  front  you  ; I will  come  and  do'c  my  felf. 

Amin.  You  have  done  already  Sir  for  me,  I thank  you* 

King  Me!  am  ins,  1 do  credit  this  from  him, 

How  (light  fo  e^er  you  make  it« 

Mel . ’1)5  ftrange  you  fliould. 

Cal.  ’Ti s flrangc  he  fhcuid  believe  an  old  Man’s  word, 


* That  never  lied  in  his  Lite. 

Mel.  1 talk,  not  ro  thee* 

Shall  the  wild  Words  of  this  diftemper’d  Man, 

Frantick  with  Age  and  Sorrow,  make  a breach 
Betwixt  you  Majcfty  and  me?  ’Tw'as  wrong 
To  hearken  to  him;  but  to  credit  him, 

As  much,  at  lead,  as  I have  pow’r  to  bear. 

But  pardon  me,  whilft  i fpeak  only  truth, 

1 may  commend  my  felf I have  bellow’d 

My  carelcfs  Blood  with  you,  and  fhou’d  be  loth 
To  think  an  A&ion  that  would  make  me  lofe 
That,  and  my  Thanks  too.  When  I was  a Boy, 

I thruft  my  felf  into  my  Country’s  Caufc, 

And  did  a"  deed  that  pluckt  five  Years  from  time. 

And  ftil’d  me  Man  then.  And  for  you  my  King, 

Your  gubjedls  ail  are  fed  by  vertue  of  my  Arm. 

This  Sword  of  mine  hath  plow’d  the  Ground, 

And  reapt  the  Fruit  in  Peace ; 

And  your  felf  have  liv’d  at  home  in  eafe: 

So  terrible  1 grew,  that  without  Swords 
My  Name  hath  fetcht  you  Conqueft,  and  my  Heart 
And  Limbs  are  Hill  the  fame;  my  Will  is  great 
To  do  you  fervice : Let  me  not  be  paid 
With  fuch  a flrange  Diftruft. 

King.  Melantiusi  1 held  it  great  Injuftice  to  believe 
Thine  Enemy,  and  did  not;  ifl  did, 

I do  not,  let  that  fatisfie  : Whar,  ftruck 
WithTadnefs  all  ? More  Wine! 

Cal.  A few  fine  Words  have  overthrown  my  Truth: 

Ah  th’art  a Yillain. 

Me}.  Why  thou  wert  better  let  me  have  the  Fort, 

Dotard,  1 will  difgiace  thee  thus  for  eyer  ; \Aftie. 

There  fhall  no  credit  lye  upon  thy  Words  % 

Think  better,  and  deliver  it. 

Cal.  My  Liege,  he’s  at  me  now  again  to  do  if,  fpeak, 

Deny  it  if  thou  canft  * examine  him 

Whilft  he’s  ho^,  for  he’ll  cool  again,  he  will  forfwe&r  it. 

King.  This  is  Lunacy  I hope,  Melantius. 

Mel 
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Mel.  He  hath  loft  him  felf 
Much,  fince  his  Daughter  mifs’d  the  happinefs 
My  Sifter  gain’d  ; and  though  he  cal)  me  Foe,  I pity  him. 

Cal.  Pity/  A Pox  upon  you. 

King.  Mark  his  disorder'd  Words,  and  at  the  Ma«k. 

Mel.  Diagnras  knows  he  rag’d,  and  rail’d  at  me. 

And  call’d  a Lady  Whore,  To  innocent 
She  underftood  him  not}  but  it  becomes 
Both  you  and  me  too,  to  forgive  Diftraftion, 

Pardon  him  as  I do. 

Cal.  I’ll  not  fpeak  for  thee,  for  all  thy  cunning;  if  ycu  will  be 
fafe  chop  off  his  Head,  for  there  was  never  known  fo  impudent  a 
Rafcal. 

King . Some  that  love  him,  get  him  to  Bed:  Why, 

Pity  ihould  not  let  Age  make  it  felf  contemptible ; we  mud  be  all 
Old}  have  him  away. 

Mel.  CalianaXy  the  King  believes  you } come  you  (hall  go 
Home,  and  reft;  you  ha’ done  well}  you’ll  give  it  up 
When  I have  us’d  you  thus  a Month,  l hope. 

Cal.  Now,  now,  ’tis  plain  Sir,  he  docs  move  me  ft  ill ; 

He  fays  he  knows  I’ll  give  him  up  the  Fort, 

When  he  has  us’d  me  thus  a Month  : I am  Mad, 

Am  I not,  ftill?  Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha/ 

Cal.  I {hall  be  Mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus* 

Why  would  you  truft  a fturdy  Fellow  there 
(That  has  no  Virtue  in  him,  all’s  in  his  Sword J 
Before  me?  Do  but  take  his  Weapons  from  him. 

And  he’s  an  Afs,  and  1 am  a very  Foo), 

Both  wirh  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  ufe  me. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

King.  ’Tis  well  Cali  ana  x } but  if  you  urc 
This  once  agam,  I fhall  intreat  fome  other’ 

To  fee  your  Offices  be  well  difeharg’d. 

Be  merry  (gentlemen,  it  grows  fomewhat  late. 

Amintor , theu  wouldeft  be  a-bed  again.  Amin.  Yes,  Sir. 

King.  And  you  Evadne ; let  me  cake  thee  in  my  Anus, 

Mel  ant  ins,  and  believe  thou  art  as  thou  deferveft 
T be,  my  Friend  ftill,  and  for  ^ver.  Good  Calianax , 

Skep  foundly,  it  will  bring  thee  to  thy  felf. 

[Exeunt  all  but Mcl.  and  Cal, 

Cal . Sleep  foundly  ! I fleep  foundly  now  I hope, 

I cou’d  not  be  thul  elfe.  How  dar’ft  thou  ftay 
Alone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  haft  us’d  mef 

Mel.  You  cannot  blaft  me  with  your  Tongue, 

And  that’s  the  ftrongeft  part  you  have  about  you. 

Cal . 1 do  look  for  iomc  great  Punifhment  for  this, 

% G For 


V. 


yo  The  Maid's  Tragedy. 

For  I begin  to  forget  all  my  Hate, 

And  taken  unkindly  that  mine  Enemy 
Should  ufc  nu  lo  extraordinarily  feurvily. 

Mel.  i fhall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
Unkindncfles:  -i  never  meant  you  hurt. 

Cal.  Thou’it  anger  me  again;  thou  wretched  Rogue, 

Meant  me  no  hurt!  Difgrace  me  with  the  King \ 

Lofe  all  my  Offices!  This  is  no  hurt, 

Is  it?  1 prethee  what  dolt  thou  call  hurt? 

Alel.  Yo  poifon  Men,  bccdnfc  they  love  me  not  ; 

To  call  the  credit  of  Mens  Wives  in  qucltion  ; 

To  murder  Children  betwixt  me  and  Land  ; this  is  all  hurt. 

Cal.  All  this  thou  think’fl  is  fport, 

For  mine  is  worfe:  But  ufc  thy  will  with  me; 

For  betwixt  Grief  and  Anger  I cou’d  cry. 

MeL  Be  wife  then,  and  be  fafe;  thou  may’ll  revenged 
Cal.  Ay  o’  ih’  King?  I wou’d  revenge  of  thee* 

Aiel.  That  you  mult  plot  your  felf. 

Cal . I am  a fine  Plotter. 

Mel . The  fhort  is,  I will  hold  thee  with  the  King 
In  this  perplexity,  till  peevifhnefs 
And  thy  Difgrace  have  laid  thee  in  thy  Grave: 

But  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  Fort, 

I’ll  take  thy  trembling  Body  in  my  Arms, 

And  bear  thee  over  Dangers;  tbou  ftialt  have  thy  wonted  flare* 
Cal.  If  I fhould  tell  the  King,  canfl  thou  deny’c  again? 

Mel.  Try  and  believe. 

Cal . Nay  then,  thou  canfl  bring  any  thing  about: 

Thcu  fhalt  have  the  Fort. 

Mel.  Why  well,  here  let  our  Hate  be  buried,  and 
This  Hand  (hall  right  us  both ; 

Give  me  thy  aged  Breaflto  compafs. 

Cal . Nay,  l do  not  love  thee  yet ; 

I cannot  well  endure  to  look  on  thee: 

And  if  I thought  it  were  a courtefie, 

Thou  fhculdfl  notfiavc  it:  But  I am  difgrac’d; 

My  Offices  are  to  be  ta’cn  away; 

And  if  I did  but  hold  this  Fort  a day, 

I do  believe  the  King  would  take  it  from  me, 

And  give  it  thee,  things  are  fo  flrangely  carried; 

Ne’er  thank  me  for’t;  but  yet  the  King  fhall  know 
There  was  fome  fuch  thing  in’t  I told  him  of ; 

And  that  I was  an  honefl  Man. 

Mel^  He’ll  buy  that  Knowledge  very  dearly. 

Enter  Diphilus. 

What  News  with  thee  ? 
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Dipb.  This  were  a Night  indeed  to  do  it  irij 
The  King  hath  fent  for  her. 

Mel.  She  {full  perform  it  then  ) go  Diphilus , 

And  take  fn  m this  good  Man,  ray  worthy  Friend, 

The  Fort  ; he’ll  give  it  thee. 

Dipb  Ha’  you  got  that? 

Cal  Art  thou  of  the  fame  breed?  canft  thou  deny 
This  to  the  King  too  ? 

Dipb . With  a Confidence  as  great  as  his. 

Cal.  Faith,  like  enough. 

Mel.  Away,  and  ufc  him  kindly* 

Cal . Touch  not  me/I  hate  the  whole  drain:  if  thou  follow  me 
a great  way  off,  I’ll  give  thee  up  the  Fort  ; and  hang  your  felves. 
Mel.  Be  gone. 

Dipb.  He’s  finely  wrought.  [Exeunt  Cal.  and  Diph. 

Mel.  This  is  a Night,  in  fpight  of  Aftronomcrs, 

To  do  the  deed  in  ; I will  wafh  the  (lain 
That  refts  upon  our  Houfe,  off  with  his  Blood. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  Melantius , now  aflift  me,  if  thou  beeft 
That  which  thou  fay’ll,  aflift  me:  I have  loft 
All  my  Diftempers,  and  have  found  a Rage  fo  pleafing  ; help  me-; 

Mel . Who  can  fee  him  thus. 

And  not  fwear  Vengeance?  What’s  the  matter,  Friend? 

Amin.  Out  with  thy  Sword;  and  hand  in  hand  with  me 
Rufh  to  the  Chamber  of  this  hated  King, 

And  fink  him  with  the  weight  of  all  his  fins 
To  Hell  for  ever. 

Mel.  ’Twere  a rafh  Attempt, 

Not  to  be  done  with  Safety:  Let  your  Reafon 
Plot  vour  Revenge,  and  not  your  Paflion. 

Amin.  If  thou  refufefl  me  in  thefe  extreams, 

Thou  art  no  Friend  : He  fent  for  her  to  me; 

By  Kcav’n  to  me;  my  felf ; and  I muft  tell  ye 
I love  her  as  a Stranger;  there  is  worth 
In  that  vile  Woman,  worthy  things,  Melantius ; 

And  fhe  repents.  I’ll  do’t  my  felf  alone, 

Though  I be  {lain.  Farewel. 

Mel.  He’ll  overthrow  my  whole  Dcfign  with  Madneft. 

Amintor , think  what  thou  doft-,  I dare  as  much  as  Valour  \ 

But  ’tis  the  King,  the  King,  the  King,  Amintor , 

With  whom  thoufighteftj  I know  he’s  Honed,  [A/tcfe. 

And  this  will  work  with  him. 

Amin.  1 cannot  tell 

What  thou  haft  faicj ; but  thou  haft  charm’d  my  Sv/ord 
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Out  of  my  Hand,  and  left  me  fluking  here  dcfenceleft. 

Adel,  I will  take  it  up  for  thee. 

Amin.  What  a wild  Beaft  is  uncollefted  Man! 

The  thing  that  we  call  Honour,  bears  us  all 
Headlong  unto  Sin,  and  yet  it  felf  is  nothing. 

Mel.  Alas,  how  variable  are  thy  Thoughts! 

Amin.  Juft  hkc  my  Fortunes:  I was  run  to  that 
I purpos’d  to  have  chid  thee  for. 

Some  Plot  l' did  diftruft  thou  hadft  againft  the  King 
By  that  old  Fellow’s  carriage  : but  take  heed, 

There  is  not  the  lead  Limb  growing  to  a King 
But  carries  Thunder  in  it. 

Mel.  I have  none  againft  him. 

Amin.  Why?  come  then,  and  ftiliremember  wc  may  not  think 
‘ Mel.  I will  remember.  ^ {'Revenge. 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Evadne,  and  a Gentleman. 

Evad . QlR,  is  the  King  a-bed  ? 

w3  Cent . Madam,  an  hour  ago. 

Evad.  Give  me  the  Key  then,  and  let  none  be  near  ; 

’Tis  the  King’s  Pleafure. 

Gent.  I underftand  you,  Madam,  would  ’twere  mine. 

I muft  not  wifh  good  Reft  unto  your  Ladyfliip. 

Evad.  You  talk,  you  talk. 

Gent.  ’Tis  all  I dare  do,  Madam  \ but  the  King  will  Wake, 
and  then 

Evad.  Saving  your  Imagination,  pray  good  Night,  Sir. 

Gent.  A good  Night  be  it  then,  and  a long  one,  Madam  \ I am 
Evad.  The  N ight  grows  horrible,  and  all  about  me  (gone. 
Like  my  black  purpefe.  O the  Confcience  [King  a-bed. 

Of  a loft  Virgin  ; whither  wilt  thou  pull  me? 

To  what  things  difmal,  as  the  Depth  of  Hell, 

Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  Let  no  Man  dare 

From  this  hour  be  difloyal:  if  her  Heart 

Be  Flefh,  if  fhe  have  Blood,  and  can  fear,  ’tis  a daring 

Above  that  defperate  Fool  that  left  his  Peace, 

And  went  to  Sea  to  fight : ’tis  fo  many  fins 
An  Age  cannot  prevent ’em*,  and  fo  great, 

The  Gods  want  Mercy  for:  Yet  I muft  through  ’em. 

I have  begun  a (laughter  on  my  Honour, 

And  I muft:  end  it  there:  He  Sleeps.  Good  Heav’ns! 

Why  give  you  Peace  to  this  untemperate  Beaft 

That  hath  fo  long  tranfgrefs’d  you  ? I muft  kill  him,  And 
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And  I will  do't  bravely : The  meer  joy 
Tells  me  I meric  in  it:  Yet  I muft  not 
Thus  tamely  do  it  as  he  fleeps;  that  were 
To  rock  him  to  another  World:  My  Vengeance 
Shall  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  him 
The  number  of  his  Wrongs  and  Punifhments. 

1*11  fliakc  his  Sins  like  Furies,  bill  1 waken 
His  evil  Angel,  his  fick  ConfcicAce *, 

And  then  Fil  ill  ike  him  dead.  King,  by  your  leave : 

[ rjes  bis  Arms  to  the  Bed. 

1 dare  not  truft  your  Strength.  Your  Grace  and  I 
Mud  grapple  upon  even  Terms  no  more. 

So,  if  he  rail  me  not  from  my  Refolution, 

1 fhall  be  drong  enough. 

My  Lord  the  King,  my  Lord  \ he  fleeps 
As  if  he  meant  to  wake  no  more*,  my  Lord* 

Is  he  not  dead  already  ? Sir,  my  Lord. 

King.  Who’s  that? 

Evad.  O you  deep  foundly,  Sir ! 

King.  My  dear  Evadne , 

I have  been  dreaming  of  thee*  come  to  Bed. 

Evad . I am  come  at  length,  Sir,  but  how  welcome? 

King . What  pretty  new  Device  is  this,  Evadne} 

What  do  you  tyc  me  to  you  by  my  Love? 

This  is  a quaint  one:  Come  my  Dear  and  kxfs  me; 

Til  be  thy  Mars}  to  Bed  my  Queen  of  Love  .* 

Let  us  be  caught  together,  that  the  Gods 
May  fee  and  envy  our  Embraces. 

Evad . Stay,  Sir,  day, 

You  are  too  hot,  and  1 have  brought  you  Phyfick 
To  temper  your  high  Veins. 

King.  Prithee  to  Bed  then*,  let  me  take  it  warm, 

There  you  fhall  know  the  dare  of  my  Body  better. 

Evad.  I know  you  have  a furfeited  foul  Body, 

And  you  mud  bleed. 

King.  Bleed  ! . 

Evad * Ay,  you  fhall  bleed  : Lye  dill,  and  if  the  Devil* 

Your  Lud,  will  give  you  leave,  repent  .*  This  Steel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  Honour  that  you  dole. 

King,  my  fair  Name,  which  nothing  but  thy  Death 
Can  anfwer  to  the  World. 

King . How’s  this,  Lvadnc ? 

Evad.  I am  not  die  ; nor  bear  I in  this  Bread 
So  much  cold  Spirit  to  be  call’d  a Woman: 

I am  a Tyger  * 1 am  any  thing 

That  knows  not  Pity.  Stir  not,  if  thou  dod, 

I’d  lake  thee  unprepar’d  thy  Fears  upon  thee,  Tha£ 
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That  make  thy  Sins  look  double,  and  fo  fend  the. 

(By  my  Revenge  l v/illy  to  look  thofe  Torments 
Pjcpar’d  for  fuch  black  Souls. 

King . Thou  doft  not  mean  this ; *ti$  impoffible : 

Thou  art  too  fweet  and  gentle. 

Evad.  No,  lam  not  : 

I am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As  many  fuch  Hells  here.  I was  once  fair/ 

Once  l was  lovely;  not  a blowing  Rofe 

More  chaftly  fweet,  till  thou,  thou,  thou,  foul  Cankerg 

(Stir  not)  didft  poyfon  me:  l was  a World  of  Virtue, 

Till  your  cuift  Court  and  you  (Hell  blcfs  youfor’t^ 

With  your  Temptations  on  Temptations 

Made  me  give  up  mine  Honour  : For  which  ("King) 

I am  come  to  kill  thee. 

King.  No.  Evad.  I am.  King*  Thou  art  not 
I prithee  fpeak  not  thefe  things  * thou  art  gentle, 

And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

'Evad*  Peace,  and  hear  me.  _ ]S| 

Stir  nothing  but  your  Tongue,  and  that  for  Mercy 
To  thofe  above  us*  by  whofe  Lights  I vow, 

Thofe  blefied  Fires  that  fhot  to  fee  our  Sin, 

If  thy  hot  Soul  had  fubftance  with  thy  Blood* 

I would  kill  that  too,  which  being  paft  my  Steel, 

My  Tongue  (hall  teach.  Thou  art  a fhamelcfs  Villain, 

A thing  out  of  the  Overchange  of  Nature  * 

Sent  like  a thick  Cloud  to  difpcrfe  a Plague 
Upon  weak  catching  Women*  fuch  a Tyrant 
That  for  his  Lull  would  fell  away  his  Subje&s, 

Ay,  all  his  Heav’n  hereafter. 

King.  Hear,  Evadne^ 

Thou  Soul  of  fweetnefs!  hear,  I am  thy  King. 

Evad.  Thou  art  niy  Shame*  lye  ftill,  there’s  none  about  you, 
Within  your  Cries*,  all  promifes  of  Safety 
Are  but  deluding  Dreams.  Thus,  thus,  thGU  foul  Man, 

Thus  I begin  my  Vengeance.  [Stabs  him. 

King . Hold  Evadne! ■ ■ ■ 

I do  command  thee  hold. 

Evad . I do  not  mean  Sir, 

To  part  fo  fairly  with  ycuj  we  muft  change 
More  of  thefe  Love-tricks  yet. 

King.  What  bloody  Villain 
PrdVok’d  thee  to  this  Murther  ? 

Evad.  Thou,  thou  Monfter.  King.  Oh! 

Evad.  Thou  kept’ft  me  brave  at  Court,  and  whor’d  nsej 
Then  Marriedtne  to  a young  Noble  Gentleman  $ 

And 
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And  whor’d  me  ftill. 

King.  Evadne , pity  me. 

Evad.  Hell  take  me  then.  This  for  my  Lord  dwintori 
This  tor  my  noble  Brother;  and  this  ftroke 
For  the  moll  wrong’d  of  Women.  [Kills  kith 

King . Oh  ! I die. 

Evad . Die  all  our  Faults  together;  1 forgive -thee.  [Exit. 

Enter  two  of  the  Bed-Chamber. 

i.  Come  now  flic’s  gone,  let's  enter,  the  King  expefts  it,  and 
will  be  angry. 

z.  ’ Fis  a fine  Wench,  wc’Jl  have  a fhap  at  her  one  of  thefe 
Nights  as  {he  goes  from  him. 

1.  Content.  How  quickly  he  had  done  with  her!  I fee  King! 
can  do  no  more  that  way  than  other  mortal  People. 

2.  How  fail  he  is!  1 cannot  hear  him  breathe. 

1.  Either  the  Tapers  give  a feeble  light,  or  he  looks  very  pale. 

2.  And  fo  he  does,  pray  Heav’n  he  be  well. 

Let’s  look.*  Alas!  He’s  It  iff,  wounded  and  dead: 

Treafon,  Treafon! 

i.  Run  forth  and  call. 

a.  Treafon,  Treafon!  {Exit  (dent, 

vj.  This  will  be  laid  on  us.  Who  can  believe 
A Woman  cou’d  do  this? 

Enter  Cleon  and  Lifippus.  . 

Cleon.  How  now,  where’s  the  Traitor? 

i.  Fled,  fled  away  $ but  there  her  woful  ad  lyes  ftill. 

Cle.  Her  Aft!  a Woman! 

Lif.  Where’s  the  Body?  1.  There. 

Lif  Farcwel  thou  worthy  Man;  there  were  two  Bonds 
That  tied  our  Loves,  a Brother  and  a King  > 

The  leaft  of  which  might  ferch  a flood  of  Fears : 

But  fuch  the  mifery  of  Greatnefs  is. 

They  have  no  time  to  mourn;  then  pardon  me» 

Sirs,  which  way  went  file ! 

Enter  Strato. 


Stra . Never  follow  her, 

For  fhe,  alas  ! was  but  the  Inftrumcnt. 

News  is  now  brought  in,  that  Melantius 
Has  got  the  Fort,  and  ftands  upon  the  Wall  ; 

And  with  a loud  Voice  calls  thofe  few  that  pafs 
At  this  dead  time  of  Night,  delivering 
The  Innocent  of  this  Aft. 

Lif.  Gentlemen,  1 am  your  King. 

Stra.  We  do  acknowledge  it. 

Lif \ I would  1 were  nor. 

Follow  all  5 for  this  mull  have  a fuiden  ftop,'  {Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mclantius,  Diphilus,  and  Calianax  on  tbe  Wall. 

Mel.  If  the  dull  People  can  believe  I am  arm’d 
Be  conftant  Difbilus  * now  we  have  time, 

Either  to  bring  our  baniiht  Honours  home, 

Or  create  new  ones  in  our  Ends.  aj  v 

Diph  I fear  cor, 

My  Spirit  lyes  not  that  way.  Courage,  Calianax . 

Cal . Wou’d  I had  any,  you  fliould  quickly  know  it. 

Aiel.  Speak  to  the  People-,  thou  ait  eloquent. 

Cal.  ’Tis  a fine  Eloquence  to  come  to  the  Gallows* 

You  were  born  to  be  my  End.  The  Devil  take  you. 

Now  mutt  (hang  for  Company.  ’Tis  ftrangc 
I ihouid  be  Old,  and  neither  wife  nor  valiant* 

Enter  Lifippus,  Diagoras,  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Guard. 

Lif.  See  where  he  Hands,  as  boldly  cor  fident 
As  if  he  had  his  fpll  Command  about  him. 

Stra.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  the  better  Caufc  *,  Sir, 

Under  your  gracious  Pardon  let  me  fpeak  it  I 
Though  he  be  mighty-fpirited,  and  forward 
To  all  great  things;  to  all  things  of  that  danger 
AVorfe  Men  (hake  at  the  telling  of;  yet  certainly 
1 do  believe  him  NoMe,  and  this  Action 
Rather  pull’d  on,  than  fought  % his  Mind  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  Hand. 

Lif.  ’ Tis  my  fear  too  * 

Hi  av’n  forgive  all.  Summon  him,  Lord  Cleon. 

Cleon.  Ho  from  the  W al?s  there. 

Mel.  Worthy  Cleon , welcome  ; 

We  could  have  wifnt  you  here,  Lord , you  are  honeft. 

Cal . Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a Knave,  though  I dare  not 
tell  you  fo.  ' \_Afide. 

Lif.  Me lan tins  ! 

Mel  Sir.  x 

Lif.  1 am  forty  that  we  meet  thus  5 our  old -Love 
Never,  requir’d  fu ch  dkftancc  * pray  Heav'n 
You1  have  not  left  your  fdf,  and  fought  t h s Safety 
More  out  >f  Fear  than  Honour } you  have  loft 
A neb's  Mailer,  which  your  Faith,  Alelant'ms , 

Sarnie  think  might  have  preferv’d*  yet  you  know  heft. 

Cal . When  time  was  1 was  mad  Ionic  that  dares  fight, 

I hope  will  pay  this  Rafcal. 

Mel.  Royal  young  Man,  whofe  Lears  look  lovely  on  thee 
Had  they  been  fhed  for  a deferv/ng  one,  . 

\ They  had  been  tailing  Monuments.  Thy  Brother, 

^ While  he  was  good,  Lcail’d  him  King,  and  ferv’d  him 
With,  that  ftrong  Faitn,  that  moft  unwearied  Valour, 
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Pull’d  People  from  the  fartheft  Sun  to  fcek  him; 

And  by  his  Friendfhip,  I was  then  his  Soldier* 

But  fince  his  hot  Pride  drew  him  to  difgrace  me. 

And  brand  my  noble  Aftions  with  his  Lull, 

(That  never  cur’d  Diflionour  of  my  Sifter, 

Bafc  ftain  of  Whore*  and  which  is  worfc, 

The  joy  to  make  it  ftill  fo)  like  my  felf* 

Thus  have  I flung  him  off  with  my  Allegiance^ 

And  ftand  here  mine  own  Juftice,  to  revenge 
'What  I have  fuffer’d  in  him*  and  this  old  Man 
Wrong’d  almoft  to  Lunacy. 

Cal.  Who  I ? You’d  draw  me  in.  I have  had  no  wrong* 

I do  difclaim  ye  all. 

Mel.  The  mort  is  tfiis  ; 

’Tis  no  Ambition  to  lift  up  my  felf, 

Urgeth  me  thus  * I do  defire  again 
To  be  a Subjeft,  fo  l may  be  freed* 

If  not,  I know  my  Strength,  and  will  unbuild 
This  goodly  Town*  be  fpcedy,  and  be  wife,  in  a Reply, 

Sira,  Be  fudden,  Sir,  to  tie 
All  again  * what’s  done  is  paft  recal, 

And  paft  you  to  Revenge*  and  there  are  thoufands 
That  wait  for  fuch  a troubled  hour  as  this* 

Throw  him  the  blank. 

* Lif.  Melantius , write  in  that  thy  choice. 

My  Seal  is  at  it. 

Mel . It  was  our  Honour  drew  us  to  this  Aft, 

Not  Gain  * and  we  will  only  work  our  Pardon. 

Cal.  Put  my  Name  in  too. 

Dipb . You  disclaim’d  us  but  now,  Calianax 

Cal.  That’s  all  one* 

HI  not  be  hang’d  hereafter  by  a trick  * 

I’ll  have  it  in. 

Mel  You  ftiall,  you  ftiall* 

Come  to  the  back  Gate,  and  we’ll  call  you  King, 

And  give  you  up  the  Fort. 

Lif.  Away,  away.  lExsunt. 

Enter  Afpatia  in  Mans  apparel. 

Afp . This  is  my  fatal  hour*  Heav’n  may  forgive 
My  raih  .attempt,  that  caufelefly  hath  laid 
Griefs  on  me  that  will  never  let  me  reft : 

And  put  a Woman’s  Heart  into  my  Bread* 

It  is  more  Honour  for  you  that  1 die; 

For  fhe  that  can  endure  the  Mifery 
That  I have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too. 

May  live,  and  laugh  at  all  that  you  can  do. 

^ H God 
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God  fave  veu  Sir.  \JEnier  Servant. 

Ser.  And  you  Sir,  what’s  your  bufineU? 

Afp.  With  you  Sir  now,  to  do  me  the  Office 
To  help  me  to  your  Lord. 

Ser.  What,  wou'd  you  ferve  him  ? 

Afp.  I’ll  do  him  any  Service;  but  to  hafte, 

For  my  Affairs  are  earneft,  I defire  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ser . Sir,  becaufe  you  arc  in  fuch  hade,  1 wou’d  be  loth  delay 
you  any  longer:  You  cannot. 

Afp.  It  fhall  become  you  tho*  to  tell  your  Lord. 

Ser . Sir,  he  will  fpeak  with  no  Body. 

Afp . This  is  mod  drange : art  thou  gold  proof?  there’s  for 

thee ; help  me  to  him. 

Ser . Pray  be  not  angry  Sir,  PH  do  my  bed.  [Exit. 

Afp . How  dubbornly  this  Fellow  anfwer’d  mel 
There  is  a vile  difhondt  trick  in  Man, 

More  than  in  Women:  All  the  Men  I meet 
Appear  thus  to  me,  are  harffi  and  rude, 

And  have  a fubtilty  in  every  thing, 

Which  Love  could  never  know ; but  we  fond  Women 
Harbour  the  called  and  fmoothed  Thoughts, 

And  think  all  fhall  go  fo  ; it  is  unjufl 

That  Men  and  Women  fhou’d  be  matcht  together. 

Enter  Amintor,  and  his  Man . 

Amin.  Where  is  he? 

Ser.  There  my  Lord. 

Amin:  What  wou’d  you,  Sir? 

Afp.  Fleafe  it  your  Lordihip  to  command  your  Man 
, Out  of  the  Room;  1 fhall  deliver  things  - 

Worthy  your  hearing. 

Amin . Leave  us.  [Exit  Ser . 

Afp . O that  that  ftape  fhould  bury  falfhood  in  it.  [. Afide : 

Amin.  Now  your  Will,  Sir. 

Afp . When  you  know  me,  my  lord,  you  needs  mud  guefs 
My  bufinefs!  and  I am  not  hard  to  know*; 

For  tiil  the  change  of  War  inark’d  this  fraooth  Face 
With  thefe  few  blemifhes,  People  would  call  me 
My  Sifter’s  Picture,  and  her  mine;  in  fhorr, 

' I am  the  Brother  to  the  wrong’d  Afpatia . 

Amin.  The  wrong’d  Afpatia ! Wou’d  thou  wert  fo  too 
Unto  the  wrong’d  Amintor  ; let  me  kifs 
That  Hand  of  thine  in  honour  that  1 bear 
Unto  the  wrong’d  Afpatia : Here  I ftand 
That  did  it;  wou’d  he  could  not;  gentle  Youth* 

Leave  me,  for  there  is  fometbing  in  thy  looks 
That  call  my  Sins  in  a melt  hideous  Form 

Into 
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Into  my  Mind  \ and  I hare  Grief  enough 
Without  thy  help. 

jifp.  i wou’d  1 could  with  Credit. 

Since  I was  twelve  years  old  I had  not  feen 
My  Sifter  till  this  hour;  I now  arriv’d  ; 

She  ftnt  for  me  to  fee  her  Marriage, 

A woful  one:  But  they  that  are  above. 

Have  ends  in  every  thing.  She  u/d  few  Words, 

But  yet  enough  to  make  me  underftand 
The  bafenef#  of  the  Injury  you  did  her; 

That  little  training  I have  had,  is  War; 

I may  behave  my  felf  rudely  in  Peace; 

I wou’d  not  though ; I (hall  not  need  to  tell  you 
I am  but  young*,  and  would  be  loth  to  lofe 
Honour,  that  is  not  canly  gain’d  again; 

Fairly  I mean  to  deal;  the  Age  is  ftriifc 
For  fingle  Combats,  and  we  mall  be  ftopfc 
If  it  be  puhlifli’d : If  you  like  your  Sword, 

Ufe  it}  if  mine  appear  a better  to  you. 

Change j for  the  ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time 
To  end  our  Difference. 

Amin.  Charitable  Youth, 

If  thou  be’ft  fuch,  think  not  I will  maintain 
So  ftrange  a wrong  *,  and  for  thy  Sifter’s  fake. 

Know  that  I could  not  think  that  defperate  thing 
1 durfl  not  do;  yet  to  enjoy  this  World 
I would  not  fee  her;  for  beholding  thee, 

I am  I know  not  what;  if  I have  ought 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it  and  be  gone ; 

For  Death  is  not  fo  terrible  as  thou; 

Thine  Eyes  (hoot  Guilt  into  me. 

Afp . Thus  (he  fwore 

Thou  wou’dft  behave  thy  ielf,  and  give  me  Words 
That  would  fetch  Tears  into  mine  Eyes,  and  fo 
Thou  doft  indeed ; but  yet  fhe  bad  me  watch, 

Left  l were  cozen’d,  and  be  fure  to  Fight  e’er  I return’d. 

Amin.  That  muft  not  be  with  me; 

For  here  I’ll  die  dire£tiy,  but  againft  her 
Will  never  hazard  it.  Afp.  You  muft  be  urg’d; 

I do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  thofc 

That  dare  to  fight;  but  fuch  a one  as  you 

Muft  be  us’d  thus.  [She  firifos  him. 

Amin,  Prithee  Youth  take  heed; 

Thy  Sifter  is  a thing  to  me  fo  much 
Above  mine  Honour,  that  I can  endure 
All  this ; good  Gods-— -a  blow  I can  endure  ; 

H z But 
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but  ftay  not,  left  thou  draw  a timely  Death  upon  thy  felf. 

Afp.  Thou  art  fonpe  prating  Fellow, 

Qae  that  hath  ftudyed  out  a trick  to  talk 

And  move  fofr-hearted  People  •,  to  be  kickt,  [She  kicks  bins. 

Thus  to  be  kickt why  fhould  he  be  fo  flow  [Afide . 

In  giving  me  my  Death  ? Amin.  A Man  can  bear 
No  more,  and  keep  his  Fleflij  forgive  me  then; 

I wou’d  endure  yet  if  I cou’d  $ now  fhew 
The  Spirit  thou  pretend’d,  and  underftand 
Thou  haft  no  Honour  to  live  : [ They  fight. 

What  doft  thou  mean?  Thou  canft  not  Fight: 

The  blows  thou  mak’ft  at  me  art  quite  befides; 

And  thole  I offer  at  thee,  thou  fprcad’ft  thine  Arm*, 

And  tak’ft  upon  thy  Breaft.  Alas!  Defencelefs. 

Afp-  I have  got  enough,  and  my  defire  * 

There’s  no  place  fo  fit  sior  me  to  die  as  here. 

Enter  Evadne,  her  Hands  bloody , with  a Knife  • 

Evad.  Amintor , I am  loadcn  with  Events 
That  fly  to  make  thee  happy;  1 have  joys 
That  in  a moment  can  call  back  thy  wrongs. 

And  fettle  thee  in  thy  free  State  again; 

It  is  Evadne  ftill  that  follows  thee. 

But  not  her  Mifchiefs. 

Amin . Thou  canft  not  fool  me  to  believe  again  ; 

But  thou  haft  looks  and  things  fo  full  of  News 
That  I am  ftaid. 

Evad  Noble  Amintor , put  off  thy  amaze; 

Let  thine  Eyes  loofe,  and  fpeak,  am  I not  fair? 

Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous  with  thefc  Rites  now? 

Were  thofe  hours  half  fo  lovely  in  thine  Eyes, 

When  our  Hands  met  before  the  Holy  Man? 

I was  too  foul  within  to  look  fair  then; 

Since  I knew  111,  I was  not  free  till  now.  * 

Amin . There  is  Prefage  of  fome  important  thing 
About  thee,  which  it  Teems  thy  Tongue  hath  loft. 

Thy  Hands  are  bloody,  and  thou  haft  a Knife. 

Evad . In  this  confifts  thy  Happinefs  and  mine. 

Joy  to  Amintor , for  the  King  is  Dead. 

Amin . Thofe  have  mod  Pow’r  to  hurt  us  that  wc  lovci 
We  lay  our  fleeping  Lives  within  their  Arms. 

Why?  Thou  haft  rais’d  up  npifehief  to  this  height, 

^ And  found  out  one  to  out-name  thy  other  Faults; 

Thou  haft  no  intermiffion  of  thy  Sins, 

But  all  thy  Life  is  a continual  111. 

Black  is  thy  Colour  now,  Difeafe  thy  Nature. 

Joy  to  Amintor!  Thou  haft  touch’d  a Life, 
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The  very  Name  of  which  had  Pow’r  to  chain 
Up  all  my  Rage,  and  calm  my  wildrft  wrongs* 

Evad.  ’ Tis  done  } and  fince  I cou’d  not  find  a way 
To  meet  thy  Love  fo  clear  as  through  his  Life, 

1 cannot  now  repent  it 

Amin • Cou’dft  thou  procure  the  G ds  to  fpeak  to  me, 

To  bid  me  love  this  Woman,  and  forgive, 
l think  I Ihould  fall  out  with  them.  Behold, 

Here  lies  a Youth  whofe  Wounds  bleed  in  my  Bread, 

Sent  by  his  violent  Fate  to  fetch  his  Death 
From  my  flow  Hand.  And  to  augment  my  Woe, 

You  now  are  prefent  ftain’d  with  a King**  Blood 
Violently  fhed.  This  keeps  Night  here, 

And  throws  an  unknown  Wildcrnefs  about  me. 

Afp.  Oh,  oh,  oh!  Amin.  No  more,  purfue  me  not. 

Evad.  Forgive  me  then,  and  take  me  to  thy  Bed. 

We  may  not  part. 

Amin . Forbear,  be  wife,  and  let  my  Rage  go  this  way. 

Evad.  ’Tis  you  that  I wou’d  flay,  not  it. 

Amin.  Take  heed,  it  will  return  with  me. 

Evad.  It  it  muft  be,  I (hall  not  fear  to  meet  it}  take  mehome, 
Amin.  Thou  Monfter  of  Cruelty,  forbear. 

Evad . For  Heav’ns  fake  look  more  calm  ; 

Thine  Eyes  are  (harper  than  thou  canft  make  thy  Sword. 

Amin.  Away,  away, 

Thy  Knees  are  more  to  me  than  Violence* 

I am  worfe  than  tick  to  fee  Knees  follow  me 
For  that  1 muft  not  grant ; for  Heav’ns  fake  Hand. 

Evad . Receive  me  then* 

Amin.  I dare  not  ftay  thy  language  ; 

In  midft  of  all  my  Anger  and  my  Grief* 

Thou  doll  awake  fomething  that  troubles  me, 

And  fays  1 lov’d  thee  once}  1 dare  not  ftay } 

[There  is  no  end  of  W omens  reafoning.  [Leaves  her. 

Evad.  Amintor , thou  (halt  love  me  once  again  s 
Go,  I am  calm } farewel } and  Peaco  for  ever. 

Evadne  whom  thou  hat’ft  will  die  for  thee.  [Kills  her  [elf. 

Amin.  I have  a little  human  Nature  y et 
That’s  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  ftay  thy  Hand.  [Returns. 

Evad.  Thy  Hand  was  welcome,  but  it  came  too  late} 

Oh  1 am  loft!  the  heavy  Sleep  makes  hafte. " [She  dies. 

Afp.  Oh,  oh,  oh/ 

Amin . This  Earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I feel 
A ftark  afrighted  motion  in  my  Blood  } 

My  Soul  grows  weary  of  her  Houfe,  and  I 
All  over  am  a trouble  to  my  felf. 
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There  is  Gome  hidden  Pow’r  in  thefe  dead  things 
That  calls  my  Flelh  into  ’em  j l am  cold; 

Be  refolutc,  and  bear  Vm  Company: 

There’s  fomething  yet  which  f am  loth  to  leave. 

Thcic’s  Man  enough  in  me  to  ok  6c  the  fears 
That  Death  can  b;ing,  and  yet  wcu’d  it  were  done; 

! can  find  nothing  in  the  whole  Difcourfc 
Or  Death,  i duift  not  meet  the  boldeft  way; 

Yet  (tiil  betwixt  the  Rcafon  and  the  Aft, 

The  wrong  1 to  Afpatia  did  Hands  up, 

! have  not  fuch  a fault  to  anfwer. 

Though  ihc  may  juftly  arm  with  Scorn 

And  Hare  of  me,  my  Soul  will  part  lefs  troubled, 

When  l have  paid  to  her  in  Tears  my  Sorrow. 

I will  not  leave  this  Aft  unfatisfied, 

If  all  that’s  left  in  me  esn  anfwer  it. 

Afp.  Was  it  a Dream?  There  Hands  Amintor  ftilL: 

Or  l dream  ft  ill.  * 

Amin.  How  doft  thou?  Speak,  receive  my  Love,  and  Help: 
Thy  Blood  climbs  up  to  his  old  place  igain: 

There’s  hope  of  thy  Recov  ry. 

Afp.  Did  you  not  name  Ajpajia  ? Amin . I did. 

Afp . And  talk’d  of  Tears  and  Sorrow  unto  her  ? 

Amin.  ’Tis  true,  and  ’dll  thefe  happy  fighs  in  thee 
Did  ftay  my  courfe,  *twas  thither  I was  going. 

Afp.  Thou’rt  there  , already,  and  thefe  Wounds  are  hers : 

Thole  Threats  I brought  with  me,  fought  not  Revenge, 

But  came  to  fetch  this  Blcffing  from  thy  Hand.  I am  Afpatia  yet. 
Amin . Dare  nay  Soul  ever  look  abroad  again? 

Afp.  I fha.ll  live,  'Amintor  j lam  well: 

A kind  of  healthful  Joy  wanders  within  me. 

Amin . The  [World  wants  Lines  to  excufe  thy  lo(s.a 
Come  let  me  bear  thee  to  fome  place  of  help. 

Afp.  Amintor  thou  rauft  flay*  I muft  reft  here, 

My  Strength  begins  to  difoSey  m/ WilL 

How  doft  thou,  my  beft  Spill ? 1 wou’d  fain  live 

Now  if  I cou’d:  Wou’dft  thou  have  lov’d  me  then? 

Amin.  Alas!  all  that  I am’s  not  worth  a Hair  from  thee; 

Afp.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  mine  Hands  grope  up  and  down, 
And  cannot  find  thee  ; I am  wondrous  fick: 

Have  l thy  Hand,  Amintor  ? 

Amin.  Thou  greateft  Blefling  of  the  World,  thou  haft. 

Afp.  I do  believe  thee  better  than  my  Senfe  : 

Oh ! I muft  go,  farewel. 

Amin.  Shefwoons:  Afpatia  \ help;  for  Hcav’ns  fake  water, 
Such  as  may  chain  Life  for  ever  to  this  Frame. 

Afpatia , 
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Afpatia , fpeak:  what  no  help?  yet  I fool,  * 

I’ll  chafe  her  Temples,  yen  there’s  nothing  Airs*, 

Some  hidden  Pow’r  tell  her  that  Amintor  calls. 

And  let  her  anfwer  me:  Afpatta,  fpeak. 

I have  heard,  if  there  be  Lire,  but  bow 
The  Body  thus,  and  it  will  fhew  it  fclf. 

Oh  fhe  is  gone ! I will  not  leave  her  yet. 

Since  out  of  Juftjce  we  muft  challenge  nothing; 

I’ll  call  it  Mercy  if  you’ll  pity  me, 

You  heav’nly  Powers,  and  lend,  for  fome  few  Years, 

The  blefled  Soul  to  this  fair  Scat  again. 

No  Comfort  comes,  the  Gods  deny  me  too* 

I’ll  bow  the  Body  once  again  : Afpatia! 

The  Soul  is  fled  for  ever,  and  1 wrong 
My  (elf*  fo  long  to  lofe  her  Company. 

Muft  1 talk  now?  Here’s  to  be  with  thee,  Lov«.  [Kills  hiwfelf 

Enter  Servant . 

Ser.  This  is  a great  Grace  to  my  Lord,  to  have  the  new  King 
come  to  him*  .1  muft  tell  him,  he  is  entring. 

O Htav’n!  help,  help. 

Enter  Lyfippus,  Melantius,  Calianax,  Cleon,  Diphilus, 

and  Strato. 

Lyf  Where’s  Amintor ? 

Stra . O there,  there.  « 

Lyf  How  ftrange  is  this! 

Cal . What  fnou’d  we  do  here? 

MeL  Thefe  Deaths  are  fuch  acquainted  things  with  me, 

That  yet  my  Heart  diflblves  nor.  May  i ftand 
Stiff  here  for  ever*  Eyes,  call  up  your  Tears* 

This  is  Amintor:  Hearr,  he  was  my  Friend* 

Melr,  now  it  flows*  Amintor , give  a word 
To  call  me  to  thee. 

Amin . Oh ! 

MeL  Melantius  calls  his  Friend  Amintor  * Oh  thy  Arms 
Are  kinder  to  me- .thaiAhy  Tongue* 

Speak,  fpeak. 

Amin . What? 

Mel,  That  little  word  was  worth  all  the  founds 
That  ever  1 {hall  hear  again. 

Lipb.  O Brother!  here  lies  your  Sifter  (lain  * 

You  lofe  your  felf  in  Sorrow  there. 

Mel.  Why  Diphilus , it  is 
A thing  to  laugh  lit  in  refpedt  of  this  * 

Here  was  my  Sifter,  Father,  Brother,  Sony 
All  that  ha  l*  fpeak  once  again  * 

What  You.h  lies  flain  there  by  thee? 


Amin, 


The  Maid's  Tragedy 


Amin.  *Tis  Afpatia.  % 

My  Senfes  fade,  let  me  give  up  my  Soul 

Into  thy  Bofom. 

Cal.  What's  that?  What’s  that  ? AJfatial 

A/el.  I never  did  repent  the  Greatneis  of  my  Heart  til; 

It  will  not  burft  at  need. 

Cal . My  Daughter  dead  here  too/  and  you  have  all  ^ 
tricks  to  grieve  ; but  1 ne’er  knew  any  but  direct  crying. 

Mel  I am  a Pratier,  but  no  more. 

Dipb.  Hold,  Brother. 

Lyf\  Stop  him. 

Dipb.  Fie,  how  unmanly  wasjthis  Offer  in  you? 

Does  this  become  our  Strain? 

Cal.  1 know  not  what  the  matter  is,  but  I am 
Grown  very  kind,  and  am  Friends  with  you  \ 

You  have  giv’n  me  that  among  you  will  kill  me 
Quickly  *,  but  111  go  home,  and  jive  as  long  as  1 can; 

Mel.  His  Spirit  is  but  poor  that  can  be  kept 
From  Death  for  want  of  Weapons. 

Is  not  my  Hand  a Weapon  good  enough 
To  Hop  my  Breath  ? or  if  you  tie  down  thofc, 

1 vow  Am\ntory  i will  never  Ear, 

Or  Drink,  or  Sleep,  or  have  to  do  with  that 
That  may  preferve  Life*  this  I fwear  to  keep. 

Lyfi  Look  to  him  tho\  and  bear,  thofe  Bodies  in. 

May  this  a fair  Example  be  to  me, 

To  Rule  with  Temper ; For  on  luftful  Kings, 

Unlook’d  for,  fudden  Deaths  from  Heav’n  arefent. 

But  curfl:  is  he  that  is  their  Inftrument.  \Jtxwnt  Qwnes . 
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